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Richard Tighe, E/; 
. are the only Faſhions in the World 


that are more diſlik d for being Univerſal; and 
the Reaſon is, that they very ſeldom fic the Perſons they 


were made for: but I hope to avoid the common Oblo-. 


quy in this Addreſs, by laying aſide the Poet in every 


thing but the Dramatic Decorum of ſulting my Character 


to the Perſon. 5 3 
From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
Character in one of my former, People are willing to 


compliment my Performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, 


generous, eaſy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I 
muſt confeſs, has a bent to that kind of deſeription ; and 
my Veneration = — we may paſs for unqueſtiona- 
ble, fince in al appy Accompliſhments you 
come ſo near to my Darliog CharaQeer, 

What an unſpeakable Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, 


when a happy Underſtanding comes in, to moderate the 


Deſires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages 
of the latter; when a Gentleman is Maſter of all Plea- 
ſures, but a Slave to none; who has travell'd, not for 


the Curioſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement 


of the mind's Eye ; and who returns full of every thing 
but himſelf ?—An Author might ſay a great deal more, 
but a Friend, Sir, nay, an Enemy muſt allow you this. 

[ ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Mo- 
deſty, and your Senſe ; the firſt, as a Cenſor upon the 
 SubjeR the ſecond, as a Critick upon the Style. But [ 

am obſtinate in my Purpoſe, and will maintain what I 
ſay to the laſt drop of my Pen; which I may the more 

A 2 boldly 


abating his In- 
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boldly. undertake, having all the World on my fide; 

' nay, | have your very ſelf againſt you; for by declining 
to hear your own Merit, your Friends are authorized the 
more to proclaim it. 

Yout Generoſity and Eaſineſs of Temper is not only 
obvious in your common Affairs and Converſation, but 
more plainly evident in your Darling Amutement, that 
Opener and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick : From 
your Affection for this delightful Study, we may deduct 

the pleaſing Harmony that is apparent in all your 
Actions; and be aſſur d, Sir, that a perſon muſt be 
poſſeſs d of a very divine Soul, who is ſo much in love 
with the Entertainment of Angels. 

From your Encouragement of Muſick, if there be any 
Poetry here, it has a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to 
your Favour and Affection. You were pleaſed to ho- 
nour the Repreſentation of this Play with your Appear- 
ance at ſeveral times, which flatter'd my hopes that there 
might be ſomething in it which your Goed-Nature might 
excuſe. With the Honour I here intend for myſelf, I 
likewiſe conſult the Intereſt of my nation, by ſhewing 
a Perſon that is ſo much a Reputation and Credit to my 
Country. Beſides all this, I was willing to make a hand- 

ſome Compliment to the Place of my Pupilage ; by in- 
forming the World that fo fine a Gentleman had the 
Seeds of his Education in the ſame Univerſity, and at the 


Your moſt Faithful, and 
Moſt Humble Servant, 


G. FarRQUHA8R, 
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Written by Mr. Morfzox. 


IKE bungry Gueſls, 4 fitting Audience looks 
Plays are like Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 

The Founders you : The 'l able is this Place. 
The Carver: We : The Prologue is the Grace. l 
Each Ad, a Courſe ; each Scene a different Diſh : 
The* we're in Lent, 1 doubt you're fliil for Fleſh. 
Satyr's the Sauce, high-ſeaſon'd, Harp and rough ; 
Kind Maſques ana Beaux, J hope you're Pepper-proof. 
Wit is 2 Wine ; but 'tis fo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like Vinmners, balderduſb and brew. 
Your furly Scenes, where Runt and Bloodſbed join, 
Are Butcher': Meat, a Battle's a Sirloin : 
Your Scenes of Lone, 7 flowing, foft and chaſte, 
Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 
Bawdy's fat Ven ſom, wchich tho' flale, can pleaſe : 
| Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your damn d French Cheeſe. 
Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt !o gape on, 


V your nice aker, or Italian Capon ; 


Or your French Virgin-Pullet, garniſh'd round, 
And 74 with Sauce of ſome Four hundred Pound. 
fn Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 
Farce is the Haſty Pudding of the Stage. 
For when you're treated with indifferent Cheer, 
You can diſpenſe with flender Stage-Coach Fare. 
A Paſtoral's whipt Cream; 8 — hims, mere Traſb; 
Aud Tragi- Come y, balf Fiſh and Fleſh. 
But Comedy, That, that's the darling Cheer ; 
This Night wwe bope you'll an Pains bo bear : 
Wild Fowl i is lik'd in P'ay-houſe all the Year. 
Vet fince each mind hetrays a di if rent Taſte, 
And every Diſb ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry Gueſt, 
If aught you reliſh, do not damn the reſt. 
This Favour crav'd, up let the Muſick frile: 
You're weicome all ———— Now fall to, —_— like. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Pi 
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Old Mirabel, an aged Gentleman, 
of an odd Compound, between the | 
Peeviſhneſs incident to his Years, and % Mr. Pinkethman. 
his tatherly Fondneſs towards his 
Son. 1 


Young Mirabel, his ſon. Mr. Wilks. 

Captain Duretete, an honeſt good- na-) 2 
tur'd Fellow, that thinks himſelf | Mr. Bullock. 
greater Fool than he is. J 


Dugard, Brother to Oriana. © Mr. Mills. | 
_ Pit, Servant to Dugard, afterwards 33 
— to his Siſter. | Mr. Nc ue 
WOMEN. 


| Oriana, a Lady contracted to II-) 
rabel, who would bring him 0 Mrs. Rogers. 


Reaion. 


Biſarre, a whimſical Lady, Friend } Mrs Ferbru- 


to Oriana, admir'd by Dur.  gben. 
| Lamorce, a Woman of Contrivance. Mrs. Kent. 
Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. «<. 
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O AC TI. SCENE, be Krert. O 
Euter Dugard and his Man Petit in Riding Habits. 
Dug. C Irrah, what's a cleck ? 
Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sir. 

Dug. No more ! We have rida ſwinging Pacefrom Ne- 
mours ſince two this morning ! Petit, run to Rouſſeas's, 
and beſpeak a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or a Head, to be rea- 
dy by one. TY 

Pet. How many will there be of you, Sir? 

i Dug. Let me ſee; Mirabel one, Duretete two, myſelf 
three —— | | 
Het. And 1 four. 
Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Familiari- 
ty! When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of 
better Company; but among my Friends at Paris, pray 
remember your Diſtance. — Be gone, Sir Exit Petit. ] 
This Fellow's Wit was neceſſary abroad, but he's too 
can—_—_— Domeſtick; I mult diſpoſe of him ſome way 
elſe.— Who's here? Old Mirabel, and my filter! My. 
deareſt Siſter ! 4 
Enter old Mirabel, and Oriana. 
Ori. My Brother! Welcome. 
9a 4 Die. 
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Due. Mon ſieur Mirabel I'm heartily glad to ſee you. 

Old Mir. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the | of the Mi- 
rabels, Pm your moſt humble Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt yaur ſkin ſure, you're 
briſk and gay, luſty Health about you, noSign of Age 
but your filver Hairs. 

Od Mir. Silver Hairs! Then they are Quick-filver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt T have Golden Pockets, let my Hairs 
de Silver an they will. Adsbud, Sir, I can dance, and 
ſing, and drink, and— no, I can't wench. But Mr, Du- 
gard, no News of my Son Bob in all your Travels? 

Dug. Your Son's come home, Sir. 

O/d Mir. Come home ! Bob come home ! By the 
Blood of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what ſay you? 

Ori. Mr Mirabel returned, Sir. I: 

Dug. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him 
within this Hour or two. 

Old Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 
- Dag. Sir, he came to Town with me this Morning: I 
left him at the Bagmeurs, being a little diſordered after 
riding, and I ſhall ſee him again preſently. 

Old Mir. What! and he was aſhamed to aſk Bleſſing 
with his Boots on. A nice Dog ! Well, and how fares 
the young, Rogue, ha ? n 
= A fine Gentleman, Sir. He'll be his own Meſ- 
ſenger. 
Ou Mir. A fine Gentleman ! But is the Rogue like me 
ſtill. | | 

Dug. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, and as 
like you as moſt modern Sons are to their Fathers. 

Old Mir. Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat him? 

Dug. Why yes, Sir, you married his Mother, and he in- 
herits your Eſtate. He's very like you, upon my Word. 
Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of his honeſt 
companion, Duretete? 

Dug. Who, the Captain? the very ſame he went abroad; 
he's the only French-man I ever knew that could not 
change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more n_ to 

Nature 
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Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition, than for his own * 
For he's more happy in Duretete's Folly than his own 
Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as Finger and 
Thumb; but the firſt Inſtance in the World, I believe, 
of Oppoſition in Friendſhip. _ 

Old Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 
think you? : 

Dag. Sir, he has ordered me to beſpeak a Dinner for 
us at Nonſſeau's at a Lewis d'Or a Head. | 

Old Mir. ALewisd'Or a head! Well ſaid, Bob; by the 
Blood of the Mirabel, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Dugard, 
was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rouſſeau before his 
own natural Father ? Eh! Heark'e, Oriana, what think 
you, now, of a Fellow that can eat anddrink you a whole 
Lewis d'Or, at a fitting? He muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules, 
Life and Spirit in abundance. Before Gad. | don't won- 
der at theſe Men of Quality, that their own Wives can't 
ſerve em. A Lewis d'Or a Head ! tis enough to ſtock 
the whole nation with Baſtards, 'tis Faith. Mr. Dugard, 
I leave you with your Siſter. [Exiz. 

Dug. Well, Siſter, I need not aſk you how you do, 
your Looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well- ſhaped; you're 
almoſt grown out of my Remembrance. 

Ori Why, truly, Brother, I look pretty well, thank Na- 
ture and my Toylet ; I have ſcap d the jaundice, Green- 
fickneſs, and the Small-pox, | eat three Meals a-day, am 
very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when l'm down. 

Dug. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my going 
abroad you would chuſe this old Gentleman for your 
Guardian ; he's no more related to our Family, than 
Preſter John, and J have no reaſon to think you miſtruſted 
my Management of your Fortune Therefore pray be 
ſo kind as to tell me without Reſervatioa the true Cauſe 
of making ſuch a Choice. 

Ori. Look'e, Brother, you were going a Rambling, and 
"twas proper, leſt | ſhould go a Rambling too, that ſome 
body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mirabel is 
an honeſt Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, and has a 

A 5 young 
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young Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company I like, and 
who has choſen him for her Guardian as well as I. 
Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre? 
Ori. The ſame; we live merrily together, without 
vcandal or Reproach ; we make muchof the old Gen- 
tleman between ns, and he takes care of us, we eat what 
we like, go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, 
all the Week we dance and ſing, and upon Sundays go 
firſt to Church, and then to the Play, — Now, Brother, 
beſides theſe Motives for chuſing this Gentleman for my 
my Guardian, perhaps I had fome piivate Reaſons. 
Dug. Not fo private as you- imagine, Sifter ; your 
Love to young Mirabel's no Secret, | can aſſure you, 
but ſo public that all your Friends are aſhamed on't. 
Ori. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſhful ; 
o' I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not aſhamed 
enough at their own Crimes, who have ſo many Bluſhes 
to {pare for the Faults of their Neighbours. 
Deg. Ay, but, Sitter, the people fay —— — _ DA 
Ori. Pthaw, hang the People, they'll talk Tre ſon, 
and profane their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that 
_ eur King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat? Look'e, 
Brother, their Court of Enquiry is a Tavern, and their 
laformer, Claret: They think as they drink, and fwallow 
Reputations like Loaches ; A Lady's Health goes briſkly 
162nd with the Glaſs, but her Honour is loſt in the Toaſt. 
Dug. Ay, but, Sitter, there is ſti} ſomething —— 
Gr:. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of the Peo- 
ple's ſomething ; Marriage is my thing, and Fll ftick to't. 
Dug. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry! He I build 
Churches fooner. Take heed, Siſter, tho' your Ho- 
our Rood Proof to his home bred Aſſaults; you mult 
keep a ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got 
the foreign Air, and the /:a/ian Softneſs; his Wit's 
improved by Converſe, his Behaviour finithed by Obfer- 
va ion, and his Aſſurance confirmed by Succeſs. Siſter, 
I can affure you he has made his Conqueſts ; and tis 
a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceived by 
thole very Men that you know have been falſe to 1 * 
| | | 2 
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Ori. Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts ? for 
I muſt confeſs there is no Tiile to a Woman's Favour fo 
engaging as the Repute of a handſome Diflimulation ; 
there is ſomething of a Pride to fee a Fellow lie at our 
Feet, that has triumphed over fo many; and then, ] don't 
know, we fancy he mult have ſomething extroardinary 
about him to pleaſe us, and that we have ſomething en- 
gaging about us to ſecure him; ſo we can't be quiet, till 
we putour ſelves upon the lay of being both diſappointed. 

Dug. But then, Sitter, he's as fickle —— 

Ori. For God's fake, Brother, tell me no more of his 
Faults, for if you do, I ſhail run mad for him: Say no 
more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands of Matri- 
mony, [Il fpoil his wandring, | warrant him. Ill do 
his Buſineſs that way, never tear. 

Dag. Well, Siſter, | won't pretend to underſtand the 
Engagements between you and your Lover; I expect 
when you have need of my Counſel or Alliftance, you 
will let me know more of your Affairs Mir abel is a Gen- 
tleman, and as far as my Honour and Intereſt can reach, 
you may command me tothe Furtherance of your Happi- 
neſs : In the mean time, Siſter, IJ have 2 great mind to 
make you a Preſent of another humble Servant ; a Fellow 
that I took up at Lyons, who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever 
fiace. 

Ori. Then why will you part with him ? 

Dug. He has gained fo infufferably on my Good Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fellow's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you in your Aﬀeais 
with Mirabel. Here he comes. 

Euler Petit. 
Well, Sir, have you been at Nouſſcau's? 

Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould | find there, but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a 
Tub of Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood 
They wou d not let me beſpeak any thing, tor they had 
din'd before I came. | 

Dug. Come, Sis, you ſhall ſerve my Sitter, I ſhall ill 
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continue kind to you, and if your Lady recommends 


your Diligence upon Trial, Fil uſe my Intereſt to ad- 
vance you; you have Senſe enough to expect Pre- 
ferment. — Here, Sitrah, here's ten Guineas for thee, get 
thyſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, and fo— 
I dub thee — Uſher.—-Siſter, I muſt put 
myſelf in Repair, you may expect me in the Evening. 
Wait on your Lady home, Petit. [Exit Dug. 
Pet. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair ! 
Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, 'tis but the next Door. 
[Exeunt. 


Duretete e from Table. 

Mir. Welcometo Paris once more, my dear Captain, we 
have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and let 
it go for once. I lik d every thing but our Women, they 
look'd ſo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! Tis a ſure 
fign the Army is not paid. Give me the plump Venetian, 
briſk and ſanguine, that ſmiles upon me like the glowing 
Sun, and meets my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon 
ſhining as the Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. 

Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy | grant you; but for our Wo- 
men here in France, they are fuch thin Brawn-fall'n Jades, 
a Man may as well make a Bed - fellow of a Cane- Chair. 

Mir. France! A light unſeaſon d Country, nothing but 
Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions : we're fine indeed, fo 
are our Coach-Horſes; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men abuſe 
us; that we are wiſe and politick, aon credoSeigneur : That 
our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Parrots, Aſſurance 
and a good Memory ſet them up; There's nothing on 


this fide the As worth my humble Service t'ye—Ha Ro- 


ma la Santa, ltaly for my Money, their Cuſtoms, Gardens 
Buildings, Paintings, Muſic, Policies, Wine and Women! 
the Paradiſe of the World ;--not peſtered with a Parcel of 
precĩſe old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children 
every Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the Senſe of: 
commend me to the alian Familiarity; Here, Son, there's 
Fifty 1 20 pay your Whore her Week's Allawance. 


SCENE a Tavern, diſcovering yung Mirabel and( +) 


. will become of your Friend; you know I am fo plaguy 
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Dur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that under- 
ſtand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
Dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that can. 
But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think of a 
Dutch Woman. | 
Mir. A Dutch Woman, too compact, nay, every thing 
among them is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch Wo- 
man is ſquab, a Cuich Horle is round, a Duich Dog is 
ſhort, a Dutch Ship is broad bottom'd ; and in ſhort, 
one would ſwear the whole Product of the Country were 
caſt in the ſame Mold with their Cheeſes. 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh 
Ladies. 

Mir. The Women of Eng/and were excellent, did they 
not take ſuch unſufferable Pains to ruin what Nature has 
made ſo incomparably well ; they would be delicate Crea- 
tures indeed, could they but thoroughly arrive at the 
French Mien, or entirely let it alone; tor they only ſpoil 
a very good air of their own, by an Aukward Imitation 
of ours; their Parliaments and our Taylors give Laws 
to their three Kingdoms. But come, Duretete, let us 
mind the Buſineſs in hand; Miſtreſſes we muſt have, 
and mult take up with the Manufacture of the Place, and 
upon a competent diligence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris 
ſhall match the /talians from top to toe. Yan, 

Dur Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough ; but what 


baſhful, ſo naturally an Aſs upon theſe occaſions, that 

Mir. Pſhaw, you muſt be bolder, Man: Travel three 
Years and bring home ſuch a Baby as baſhfulneſs! A 
great luſty fellow! and a Soldier! fye upon it. 

Dur. Look'e, Sir, I can viſit, and J can ogle a little — as 
thus, or thus now. Then I can kiſs abundantly, and make 
a ſhift to— but if they chance to give me a forbidding 

Look, as ſome Women, you know have a deviliſh 
with their Eyes, —or if they cry, —What d'ye mean; 
what d'ye take me for? Fye, Sir, remember who — 
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Sir—A Perſon of Quality to be us'd at this rate! I gad 

Pm ſtruck as flat as a Frying-pan. 

Mir. Words o' courſe! never mind em: Turn you a- 
bout upon your heel with a jante Air ; hum out the end 

of an old Song; cut a croſs Caper, and at her again. 

Nur. (imitates bim.] No hang it, 'twill never do.— 
Oons, what did my Father mean by ſticking me up in an 
VUniverfiry, or to think that I ſhould gain any thing by 
my Head, in a Nation whoſe Genius lies all in their 
Heels! — Well, if ever I come to have Children of 
my own, they ſhall have the Education of the Country, 
they ſhall learn to dance before they can walk, and be 
taught to ſing before they can ſpeak. 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childiſh Humour, 
put on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; fland all Hazards, 
thou'rt a ſtout luſty Fellow, and haſt a good Eftate, look 
bluff, hector, you have a good Side-box Face, a pretty im- 
pudent Face; fo, that's pretty well.— I his fellow went 
abroad like an Ox, and is returned like an Aſs. [Afrde. 

Dur. Let me ſee now. how I look, [pulls cut a Prcket- 
Glaſs, and looks on.] A Stde-box Face, tay you! 
'Egad I don't like it, Mirabet. —Fye, Sir, don't abuſe 
your Friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a Face for the beſt 
Countefs in Chrittendom. 

Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well as I? 
Dur. Why, thou haſt Impudence to fet a good Face 
upon any thing; I would change balf my Gold for half 
thy Braſs, with all my heart. Who comes here? Odo, 
Mirabel, your Father ! | 

Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where's Bob ? dear Bob ? 

Mir. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Old Mir. My Biefling! damn you, you young Rogue, 
why did not you come to ſee your Father firſt, Sirrah ? 
My dear Boy, | am heartily glad to fee thee, my dear 
Child, faith— Captain Duretete, by the Blood of the 
Mirabell, I'm yours: Well, my Lads, ye look bravely 
faith. Beb, haſt got any Money leſt ? 


Air 
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Mir. Not a Farthing, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why, then I won't gi' thee a Souſe. 

Mir I did but jeſt, here's ten Piſtoles. 

Old Mir. Why, then here's ten more; I love to be 
charitable to thoſe that don't want i. Well, and how 
d'ye like :aly, my Boys? 

Mir. O the 4 ny of the World, Sir, Rome, Naples, 
Venice, Milan, and a thouſand others - all fine. 

Old Mir. Ay, ſay you ſo! and they ſay, that Chiari 
is very fine too. 

Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent; a very ſcurvy 
Air, the moſt unwholeſome to a French Conttitution in the 

World. 

Mir. Pſhaw, nothing on't ; theſe raſc ally Gazetteers 
have miſinformed you. 

Old Mir. Milintormed me! Oons, Sir, were not we 

| beaten there ? 
fir. Beaten, Sir! the French beaten! = 

OL Mir. Why, how was it, pray, ſweet Sir, 

Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you. 

Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 

Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 

Dur. Your Son ſaw more than l, Sir, for he was a 
Looker on. 1 

BD Old Mir. Confound you both for a brace of Cowards : 
| here are no Germans to over-hear you ; why don't ye 
tell me how it was ? 

Mir. Why, then you muſt know, that we marched upa 
Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well dreſſed Fellows in the Uni- 
verſe , our Commanders at the Head of us, all Lace and 
Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball.— I don't believe 
there was a Man o' em but cou'd dance a wen Mor- 
blea u. 

04 Mir. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, Faith ! 

Mir. We capered up to their very Trenches, and there 
ſaw peeping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive- coloured, 
Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 


Dur. I-gad, I ſhall never forget the Looks of em 
while I have Breath to fetch. Mir. 


| 
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Mir. They were fo civil indeed as to welcome us with 
their Cannon; but for the reſt we found 'em ſuch un- 
mannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, that we grew tir d of 
their Company, and fo we e en danc'd back again. 
Old Mir And did ye all come back? 
Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay d behind. 
Old Mir. Why, Bob, why? 
Mir. Phhaw— becauſe they could not come that night. 
— But, come Sir, we were talking of ſomething elſe; 
pray how does your lovely Charge, the fair Oriana ? 
Old Mir. Ripe, Sir, juſt ripe ; you'll find it better en- 
ging with her than with the Germans, let me tell you. 
—And what would you ſay, my young Mars, If I had 
a Venus for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apartment is 
ready, and pray let your Friend be my Gueſt too, you 
ſhall command the Houle between ye, and I'll be as mer- 
ry as the beſt of you. 
Mir. Bravely ſaid, Father. 
Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs ; 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
And make em revel o'er a Father's Grave. 
The Stock on which I grew, does ſtill diſpenſe 
Its Genial Sap into the blooming Branch ; 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 
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| 9 Oriana and Biſarre. 1 
\—/Biſ ND you love this young Rake, d'ye ? 
Ori. Yes. 
Biſ In ſpight of all his ill Ut 
Ori. I can't help it. age. 


Bif. What's the matter wi' ye? 

Ori. Pſhaw ! i | 

Bi Um! before that any young, lying, ſwearing, 
Kattering, rakehelly fellow, ſhould play ſuch Fricks with 


me, 
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me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the ſtumps with Lime 
and Chalk. O, the Devil take all your Cafſandra's and 
Cleopatra's for me. —Prithee mind your Airs, Modes and 
Faſhions ; your Stays, Gowns, and Fur belows. Harke, my 
Dear, have you got home your Furbelow'd Smocks yet ? 

Ori. Prithee be quiet, B:/arre ; you know, I can be 
as mad as you, when this Mirabel is out of my Head. 

Bif Pſhaw ! would he were out, or in, or ſome way 
to make you eaſy. —— I warrant now, you'll play the 

Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him; eh! | 
Ori. Moſt certainly ;— I can't diſſemble, Biſarre = 
beſides, tis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Biſ. Contracted ! alack a-day, poor thing. What, you 
have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Bread piece between 
you ! Hark'e, Child, han't you broke ſomething elſe 
between ye ? ; | | 

Ori. No, no, I can aſſure you. 

Bif. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilft I kept that in 
my power, I would mike a Fool of any Fellow in France. 
Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a little Coquetting with 
all my heart] my Buſineſs ſhould be to bræak Gold with 
my Lover one hour. and crack my Promiſe the next; he 
ſhou'd find me one Day with a Prayer: book in my Hand, 
and with a Play-book another. He ſhou'd have my Con- 
fent to buy the Wedding-Ring, and the next moment 
wou'd I laugh in his Face. 

Ori. O my Dear, were there no greater Tye upon my 
Heart, than there is upon my Conſcience, | wou'd ſoon 
throw the Contract out o'doors ; but the miſchief on't is 
I am fo fond of being ty'd that l'm forc'd to be juſt, and 
the Strength of my Paſſion keeps down the Inclination of 
my Sex. But here's the old Gentleman. 

Enter Old Mirabel. | 

Old Mir. Where's my Wenches ? where's my two little 
Girls: Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, faith, they're 
a coming, the Travellers are a coming. Well! which of you 
two will be my Daughter-in-Law now? Bifarre, Biſarre, 
what ſay you, Mad-cap? Mirabel is a pure wild ** 
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Biſ. L like him the worſe. 
Od Mir. You lye, Huſſey, you like him the better, in- 
_ deed you do: What ſay you, my Yother little Filbert ? he! 

Ori. | ſuppoſe the Gentleman will chute for himſelf, Sir. 

Old Mir. Why that's diſcreetly ſaid ; and ſo he ſhall. 

Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 
Beb, Heark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe Girls, Sirrah. 

Mir. Sir, I'll marry em both, if you pleaſe. 

Bif. ¶ Afide.] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 

Od Mir. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter me? 
— Come, Sir, take your Choice. Duretete, you ſhall have 
your choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe firſt. Come, Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
| ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe—let me ſee. 

Old Mir. Well! yo d'ye like? N 

Mir. Both. 

Old Mir. But which will you marry ? 

Mir. Neither. | 

Old Mir. Neither Don't make me angry now, Bob ; 
pray don't make me angry. Look e, Sirrah, if I don't 
dance at your Wedding to-morrow, I ſhall be very glad 
to cry at your Grave. 

Mir. That's a Bull, Father. 

Oli M.r. A Bull! Why, how now, ungrateful Sir, did 
make thee a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a Beaſt? 

Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, I only meant your Expreſſion. 

Old Mir. Heark'e, Bab, learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers: | won't be angry this time. 

But, oons, if ever you do't again, you Raſcal, remem- 

ber what I foy. Exit. 

Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old Fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a couple of green Girls? 
Come, Duretete, will you go? 

Ori. I hope, Mr Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, | have brought 
you a thouſand little Italian Curioſities ; Il afſure you, 
Madam, as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou'd reach, I 
ha'n't forgot the leaſt Circumſtance. 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. Mir. 
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Mir. Od ſo, the Relicks, Madam, from Rome. I do 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my 
departure ; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like it ; 
was it not, Madam ? | Oe 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwered at preſent. Exit. 

Mir. She was coming full mouth upon me with her 
Contract Wou'd I might diſpatch t'other. 
Dur. Mirabel, — that Lady there, obſerve her, ſhe's won- 
drous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but ſew Words; 1 
like her mainly ; ſpeak to her, Man, prithee ſpeak to her. 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who declares —— 

Dur. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
—— — What the Devil do you mean, man? 
4 Mir. He fays, Madam, that you are as beautiful as an 
Angel. > 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I fay no ſuch 
thing: Are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I ſhall drop 
down with Shame. | 

Mir. And fo, Madam, not doubting but your Lady- 
ſhip may like him as well as he does you, I think it 
proper to leave you together. [Going, Duretete holds bim. 

Dur. Hold, hold, - —why,. Mirabel, Friend, ſure 
you won't be fo barbarous as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee, ſpeak to her for yourſelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, 
that a Frenchman ſhou'd want Impudence! 7 

Mir. You look mighty demure, Madam, —— She's 
deaf, Captain. 

Dur. | had much rather have her dumb. . 

Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 
ſome extroardinary Fruits from your [he which 


moves us with a Curioſity to enquire{the Subj ect of 
your Ladyſhip's Conremplation Not a "Word! 

Dur. | hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechlefs ; if ſhe be, 
ſhe's mine this moment. —— Mirabel, d'ye think a 
Woman's filence can be natural ?!——— 

Biſ. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubitable, 
and proceed only upon admittance — — | _ 
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Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here? 
Plato in Peiticoats ! "2 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my 
own Mother- Tongue. | 
Bij 'Tis expos'd to Invalidity from a contradictory 
inftance, looks only upon common Operations, and is 
infinite in its Termination. 

Mir. Rare Pedantry. 

Dur. Axioms! Axioms ! Self-evident Principles. 

Bif. Then the Ideas where with the Mind is preoccupate. 
—O Gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon my Cogitation ; I 
was involv'd in a profound Point of Philoſoghy ; but I ſhall 
diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being fatiafy'> War the _ 
is not agreeable to your ks, that profeſs the Vanit 
of the Times. l * — (Ea. 

Mir. Go thy way, good Wiſe Bias: Do you hear, 
 Daretete? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity ? 

Dur. She's mine, Man ; ſhe's mine: My own Talent 
to a T. I'll match her in DialeQs, faith. I was ſeven 
Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with Bartara 
Celarunt, Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, 
Man, that 'twas Metaphyficks made me an Aſs ? It was, 
faith. Had ſhe talk d a word of Singing, Dancing, 
Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had foundered at the firſt 
Step; but as the is Mirabel, wiſh me Joy. 

Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, Tam a Man of more Honour. | 

Mir. Bravely refolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow ball, twill be a Conqueſt 
above the Alps. | 
Dur But will you promiſe to be always near me? 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſee me in two Moments 
make an InduQtion from my Love to her Hand, from 

her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, 
and fo conclude in her Bed, Categorimatice. 

Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is enter d. 
But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport now ſhall | be teaʒa d 
| to 
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to death with this old faſhioned Contract. I ſhould love 
her too, if I might do it my own way, but ſhe'll do 
nothing without Witneſſes forſooth. I wonder Women 
can be ſo immodeſt. 

Enter Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſhun me? | 

Mir. 'Tis my Humour, Madam, and Pm naturally 
ſway'd by Inclination. 

Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir? 

Mir. All 1 remember of this Contract is, that it was 
made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough in con- 
| ſcience to forget the reſt on't. 

Ori. 'Tis ſufficient, Sir, to recollect the paſſing of it; 
for in that Circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force of the 
Obligation. FE | | 
Mir. Obligations, Madam, that are forc'd upon the 
Will, are no tye upon the Conſcience ; I was a Slave to 
my Paſſion when I paſs'd the Inſtrument, but the Reco- 
very of my Freedom makes the Contract void. 

Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compulſion which was 

ur own Choice; beſides, Sir, a Subjection to your own 
Defires has not the Virtue of a forcible Conftraint : And 

ou will find, Sir, that to plead your Paſſion for the kil- 
ing of a Man, will hardly exempt you from the Juſtice 
of the Puniſhment. 9 

Mir. And fo, Madam, you make the Sin of Murder 
and the Crime of a ContraQt the very ſame, becauſe that 
Hanging and Matrimony are fo much alike. 

Ori. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe Expreſſions | 
from the Raillery of your Humour, but I hope for very 
different Sentiments from your Honour and Generofity. 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity tis at 
Service, with all my Heart: I'll keep you a Coach and ſix 
Horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep my Honour 
to myſelf; for I can aſſure you, Madam, that the thingcall'd 
Honour is a Circumſtance abſolutely unneceſſary ina na- 
tural Correſpondence between WW 1 
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a Mad-man that lays it out, conſidering itsScarcity, upon 


any ſuch trivial Occaſions. There's Honour requir'd of 


us by ourFriends, and Honourdue toour Enemiesand t 
return it tous again; but [never heard of a man that left but 
an Inch of bis Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd 
ever get the leaſt account on't—Confider, Madam, you 
have no ſuch thing among ye, and 'tis a main Point of 
Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobates-- thou art a 
little Reprobate, and fo get thee about thy Buſineſs. 
Ori. Well, Sir, even all this I will allow to the Gaiety 
of your Temper ; your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Talking, but they are not of Force, I hope, 
to impair your Morals. 
Mir, Morals ! Why there tis again now—]I tell thee, 
Child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for Morals in any bu- 
ſineſs between you and me Don't you know that of all 
Commerce in the World there is no ſuch Cozenage and 
Deceit as in the T raffick between Man and Woman ; we 
ſtudy all our lives long how to put Tricks upon one ano- 
ther — What is your Buſineſs now, from the time 
throw away your artificial Babies, but how to get natural 
ones with the moſt Advantage! No Fowler lays abroad 
more Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 
you do to catch poor innocent Men Why do you fit 
three or four Hours at your Toylet in a Morning? only 
with a villanous Deſign to make ſome poor Fellow a Fool 
before Night. What are your languiſhing looks, your 
| Rtudy'd Airs and Affectations. but ſo many Baits and De- 
vices to delude Men out of their dear Liberty and Free- 
dom? — What d' ye ſigh for? What d' ye weep ſor? What 
d'ye pray for? Why for a Huſband : That is, you implore 
Providence to aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious Deſign of 
making the wiſeſt of his Creatures a Fool, and the Head 
of the Creation a Slave. 
Ori Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am reſoly'd 
to uſe ĩt. 
Mir. Hold, Hold, Madam, not fo faſt.— As you have 
Variety 
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Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us; ſo we have 
Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations, of all Sorts 2nd Sizes to 


make Fools of you. As you are very ſtrange and whim- 


fical Creatures, ſo we are allowed as unaccountable ways 
of managing you. And this, in ſhort, my dear Creature, 
is our preſent Condition. I have ſworn and ly'd 
briſkly to yu my Ends of you ; your Ladyſhip has 
8 and painted violently to gain your Ends of me 


ut, ſince we are both diſappointed, let us make a drawn 


Battle and part clear on both ſides. 
Ori. With all my Heart, Sir ; give me up my c 
tract. and l' never fee your Face again. 
Mir. Indeed, I won't, Child. 
Ori. What, Sir, neither do one nor tother ? 


my 


Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to 


be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 

Ori. What do you intend by this, Sir ? 

Mir. Why, to ftarve you into Compliance ; look'e, 
you ſhall never marry any Man; and you had as good 

let me do you a Kinduets as a Stranger. 

Ori. Sir, you're a 

Mir. What am I, Miſtreſs ? 

Ori. A Villain, Sir. 

Mir. I'm glad on't—I never knew an honeſt Fellow 
in my Life, but was a Villain upon theſe Occaſions. — 


Ha'n't you drawn yourſelf now into a very pretty Dilem- 
ma ? Ha, ha, ha; the poor Lady has made a Vow of 


Virginity, when ſhe thought cf making a Vow for the 
contrary. Was ever poor Woman ſo cheated into Chaſtity ? 
Ori. Sir, — Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends as 


powerful, and both ſhall be put to the Teit, to do me 


Juſtice 
Mir. What! you'll force me to marry you, will you ? 
Ori. Sir, the Law ſhall. 
Air, But the Law can't force me to do any thing 
elie, can it. 


Ori. Pſhaw, I deſpiſe thee, Monſter. 


Mir. Kits and be F ** then Don't cry, Child, and 


you 
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you ſhall have Sugar plumb— Come, Madam, d'ye 
think | could Fe fo — as to make you faſt 2 
your Lite long? No, I did but jeſt, you ſhall have your 
Liberty; here, take your Contract and give me mine. 

Ori. No, I won't. 

Mir. Eh ! What is the Girl a Fool ? 
Ori No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do 
my ſelf Juſtice. ; and fince I muſt not depend upon your 
Love, — be reveng'd, and force you to marry me out 
of ſpight. | | 

Mir Then ll beat thee out of ſpight ; and make a 
moſt confounded Huſband. | 
Ori. O Sir, I ſhall match you: A good Huſband makes 
a good Wite at any time. | 

Mir. Fil rattle down your China about your Ears. 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you in Debt 
for more. 
= Your Face-mending Toylet ſhall fly out of the 

indow. 

Ori And your Face- mending Periwig ſhall fly after it. 
Mir. I'll tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and when 

ſwoon for Vexation you ſha'nt have a Penny to 

— a Bottle of Hart's- horn. 3 | 
Sri. And you, vir, ſhall have Hart's-horn in abundance. 
Mir. P'Il keep as many Miſtreſſes as l have Coach Horſes. 
Ori. And Tü keep as many Gallants as you have Grooms. 

Mir Ul lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your back. 

Mir But, ſweet Madam, there is ſuch a thing as a 

Ori. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a thing as Alimony, 
ſo divorce on, and ſpare not. — 1 
Mir. Ay. that ſeparate Maintenance is the Devi 
there's their Refuge — o my Conſcience, one wou d take 
Cuckoldom for a meritorious Action, becauſe the Women 
are ſo handſomely rewarded for't. [ Exit. 

SCENE changes to @ large Parlour in the ſame Houſe. 
Enter Durette and Petit. 
©) E. 


Der. And ſhe's mighty peeeviſh, you ſay. 


# 
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* 
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Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long as my Leg, and* 
— ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always ſpoke 
We 
Wor That's an odd Language, methinks for her Phi- 

hy. 

Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day without 
ſpeaking a Word, and talk Oracles all the while by the 


Wrinkles of her Forehead, and the Motions of her Eye- | 
brows. 


Dur, Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical Ogles, 
faith ; that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you mult know, 


when 1 ſay nothing. 


Pak wt ever laugh, Sir. 


! Gio cate hag 
Pet. Why ſhe's a Critick, Sir, ſhe 
fear it ſhould pleaſe 


— a . Jet, for 
her; and nothing keeps her in Hu- 


gick, and all that, you know 


Dur., Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been praftiing 
hard Words, and no Senſe this Hour to entertain her. 

Pet. Then place yourſelf behind this Screen, that you 
may have a View of her Behaviour before you 


begin. 
Dur. I long to engage her, — 


Loeſſon. 


Pet. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 
[Exit Pet. and Dur. andi peeping bebind the Curtain. 
Enter Biſarre and Maid. 
Biſ. (With a Book.) Pſhaw, hang Books, they four 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Com 
[ Throws away the Book. 
Dur Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all 4r:fotle. 
B Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle. 
there's no body near us. | 
Enter Fidler. 
Dur. Wou' d to the Lord there was not- 


Bi. Here, Friend, a Minuet! — quicker Time; ha— 
wou d wEhad a Man or two. 


my dear 5 „ 6 Jie 


mour but what gives her the Spleen. And then for Lo- 


Dur, [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Devil renee, | 


3 — 2 — 
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Bif. Uds my Life !—Here's one. | 
[Runs to Dur. and ha'es him back. 
Dur Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this ? 
Bi Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy — you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one— 
Come, ſtrike up—I know you dance well, Sir, you're 
finely ſhaped fort Come, come, Sir; quick, quick, 
you miſs the I ime elſe. | 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 
Biſ Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, come. 
Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 

Biſ Hang DialeQicks—Mind the time - quicker, Sir- 
:rah, (Tothe Fialer.] Come,—and how d'ye find your 
Dur. In a fine breat hing Sweat, Doctor. 
Bij. All the better, Patient, all the better ;—Come, 
Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you ſing weil; I fee you 

have a a ing Face ; a heavy dull Sonata Face. 
Dur. Who: | ting ? . 
Biſ. O you're modeſt, Sir—but come, fit down, 
Cloſer, cloter. Here, a Bottle of Wine — Come, Sir, fa, 
=” la; ſing, Sir. | : | 
Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 
Biſ. O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, fill me a Bum- 


,per— here, Sir, bleſs the King. 
Dur. Wou'd I were out of his Dominions. —— By 
this Light ſhe'll make me drunk too. 


Bi O pardon me, Sir, you hall do me right, fill it 
higher Now, Sir, can you drink a Health de your 
e ? 

* Rate Philoſophy that, Faith. 
Bi/. Come off with i:, to the Bottom.— Now, how 
d' ye like me, Sir? | 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

'Bif. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, imes 
ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and trolickſome,—And 
how d' ye like the Humour Dur 
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Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
for J am heartily tir'd. 

Biſ. Fye upon it; a young Man, and tit d]! up for 
ſhame, and walk about. Action becomes us—a little 
faſter, Sir. What d'ye think now of my Lady La 
Pale, and Lady Coguet, the Duke's fair Daughter? Ha! 
Are they not briſk Laſſes? Then there is black Mrs. 
Bellair, and brown Mrs. Bellface. | 
are all Strangers to me, Madam. 
But let-me tell you, Sir, that brown is not always 
ad 


O Lard, Sir, if ＋ Lag Bagatelle had- 
kept herſelf ſingle till this time o'day, what a Beauty 

been ! And then, you know, the charming 
Mrs :Monkeylove, the fair Gem of Sr. Germaine. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. 

Biſ. And then you muſt have heard of the Engliſh 
Beau, Spleenamore, how unlike a Gentleman ——— 

Dur. Hey—not a Syllable on't, as I hope to be ſaved, 
Madam. 5 
Bi No ! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 
Dur. By this Light I cannot; faith, Madam, I have 

ſprain'd my Leg. 

Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand ? Quick, 
quick, diſpatch Odſo, may be you are ſome Gentle- 
man's Servant, that have brought me a Letter, or a 
Faunch of Veniſon. : 

Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 

Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſ- 
took you, upon my Word; you are one of the travel- 
ling Gentlemen— and pray, Sir, how do all our impu- 
dent Friends in Italy? | | 
Dar. Madam, | came to wait on you with a more ſe- 
rious Intention than your Entertainment has anſwer'd. 

Biſ. Sir, your Intention. of waiting on me was the grea- 
eſt Affront imaginable, howe'er your may 
turn it to a Compliment : Your Viſit, Sir, was intended 
as a Prologue to a very nat was which Mr. Mirabel 
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 I'maſham'd of 


and you ſo handſomely laid the Plot — Marry ! No, no, 
Fm @ Man of more Honour. Where's your Honour? 
Where's your Courage now? Ads my Life, Sir, I have a 
great mind to kick you—Go, go to your Fellow-Rake 


now, rail at my Sex, and get drunk for Vexation, and 


write a Lampoon —— But I muſt have you to know, 
Sir, that my Reputation is above the Scandal of a Li- 


bel, my Virtue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe whoſe 


Opinion is my Intereſt: And for the reſt, let them 
talk what they will; for when I pleafe I'll be what 1 
pleaſe, in ſpight of you and all Mankind ; and fo, my 
dear Man of Hour, if you be tir'd, con over this Leſ- 
fon, and fit there till I come to you. [ Runs off. 

Dur. Tum ti dum. [Sings.] Ha, ha, ha, Ads my 
Life : I have a great mind to kick you! —Oons and 
Confuſion ! [Szarts up.] Was ever Man fo abuſed —— 
A y Mirabel ſet me on. 

5 Enter Petit. 

Pet. Well, Sir, how d'y e find your ſelf} 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'you come to 
abuſe. me; I'll kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 

[Petit runs off, and Dur. after bim 


() ACT III. SCENE continer. () 
Old Mirabel and the Young. | 


O B, come hither, Bob. 
Mir. Your Pleaſure, Sit? 

O14 Mir. Are not you a great Rogue, Strrah ? 

Mir. That's a little out of my Comprehenſion, Sir, 
for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 

Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave—1 
tell thee what, Child, thou art a very pretty Fellow, and 
I love thee heartily ; and a very great Villain, and J hate 
thee mortally. ; 

Mir. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt be a very impudent 
one, for I can't recolle& any Paſſage of my Life that 


Ol Mir. 
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Oll Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt fee 
this Picture? [Shews him a little Pidlure. 
Mir. Oriana's ? Plhaw! | | 
Old Mir. What, Sir, won't you look upon t? — Beh, 
dear Bob, prithee come hither now — —Doſt want any 
Money, Child ? | | 
Mir. No, Sir. | 
Old Mir. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here 
now — How canſt thou be ſo hard-hearted, an unnatural, 
unmannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me, Child, | a'n't an- 
gry) as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-natur'd, dear 
Rogue ?—Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, and cries for thee, 
pouts ſor thee, and ſnubs for thee, the poor little Heart 
of it is like to burſt Come, my dear Boy, be good-na- 
tur'd like your nown Father, be now— and then fee here, 
read this the Eſſigies of the lovely Oriana, with ten 
thouſand Pound to her Portion ten thouſand Pound, you 
Dog; ten thouſand Pound you Rogue; how dare you re- 
fuſe a Lady with ten thouſand Pound, you impudent 


Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? | 

O14 Mir. Hear you ſpeak, Sir ! If you had ten thouſand 
Tongues, you cou'd not out-talk ten thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, Sir 
I'll take Poſt for Iraiy this Moment. 

Old. Mir. Ah ! the Fellow knows | won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay ? | 

Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, that Marriage has 
had in the World, is enough to fix it for a publick Good, 
and to draw every body into the Common Cauſe ; but 
there are ſome Conſtitutions, like ſome Inftruments, ſo 
peculiarly fingular, that they make tolerable Muſick by 
themſelves, but never do well in a Conſort. 

91d Mir. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet 
'tis Nonſenſe too; for tho' you ſhould reaſon like an 
Angel, if you argue yourſelf out of a good Eſtate, you. 
talk like a Fool. 8 

Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into bondage with th 

B 3 Riches 
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Riches of Cræſus, you leave me but a Beggar for want of 
my Liberty. | | 

Old Mir. Was ever fuch a perverſe Fool heard ? 
'Sdeath, Sir, why did I give zou Education? was it to 
diſpute me out of my Senſes? Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane? You'll ſay 'tis white, and, ten 
to one, make me believe it too I thought that young 
Fellows ſtudy'd to get Money. 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it; my Rea- 
ding was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir, 

Old M ir. There he has me again now. But, Sir, did 
not [ marry to oblige you ? | 

Air. To oblige me, Sir, in what refpeQ, pray? 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; w'a'ut 
that an Obligation? 

Mir. And becauſe Iwou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. | 

Old Mir. How is that, Sir? | 

Mir. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I was born. 

Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 
of my Deſigns, but Fil command you out of yours; and 
tho you may convince my Reafon that you are in the 
right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty three, call'd 
Poſitiveneſs, which you nor all the Wits in Italy, ſhall 
ever be able to ſhake ; ſo, Sir, you'rea Wit, and I'm a 
Father; you may talk, but I'll be obey'd. | 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman than 
the Father ; they firſt give us breeding that they don't 
underſtand, then they turn us out of Doors cauſe we are 
wiſer than themſelves. But I'm a little aforehand with 
the old Gentleman. [Hie] Sir, you have been pleas'd 
to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year upon me; in 
return of which, I have a very great Honour for you 
and your Family, and ſhall take care thar your only and 
beloved Son ſhall do nothing to make him hate his Fa- 
ther or to hang himſelf. So, dear Sir, I'm your very 
humble Servant. [ Runs F. 

Old Mir. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain! 


Exter 
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Enter Dugard. 
. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 

Old Mir. Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
have you to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir ? 

Dag I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 

Mir. What have you to do with my Words? I 
have ſwallowed my Words already, 1 have eaten them 
and how can you come at em, Sir ? 

Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: * Tis but mentioning your in- 
jur'd Ward, and you will throw them up again imme- 
diately. 

Old Mir. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt to 
truſt any ſuch young. deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, like him. 

. Cry you mercy, 5 Gentleman, I ho thought we 
ſhould have the Words a 
Old Mir. And what then! * "Tis the way with young 
Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's, Words, you never 
mind 'em when you N ſay, that Bob's an honeſt. 
Fellow, and who dares 
Enter — 


wette I 5 4 25 this Gendleman's Sifter is, I — 4 
it an Italian Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Family. 
Come, Sir, tis no time for trifling, my Siſter is 
abus d; you are made ſenſible of the Affront, and your 
Honour is concern d to ſee her redreſs d. 
Ola Mir. Look e, Mr . Dugas d, good Words go fartheſt. 
] will do your Sitter Juſtice, but it Fans be after my own 
rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but myſelf. For altho' 
Robin be a fad Dog, yethe's no body's Puppy but my own. 
Bi Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old Gentle- 
man———— [# beedling bim] We will de good then, 
if you'll join with us in the Plot. 
Old Mir. Ah you coaxing young , what 
Plot can you have, to wheedle a Fellow of Sixty three ? 
Biſ A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to bring 
other People together, Sir : a Spaniſh Plot leis dangerous 
4 than 
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than that of Eighty eight, and you muſt act the Spaniard, 
cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and if he ſhou'd, 
your Authority protects you from a Quarrel, to which 
Oriana is unwilling to expoſe her Brother. 

Oli Mir. And what part will you act in the Buſineſs, 
Madam? 

Biſ. Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect 
Changeling : "Theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 
_ preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we 
turn fools: But I am till myſelf, and he may expect tha 
molt ſevere Uſage from me, cauſe I neither love him. 
nor hate him. [Exit. 

Old Mir. Well faid, Mrs. Paradox ; but, Sir, who 
muſt open the matter to him ? 

Dug. Petit, Sir, whois our Engineer General. And 
here he comes. 

| Enter Petit. 


Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries; are all Friends about us? 

Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. | | | 

Pet. You muſt know, Sir—od's my Lite, I'm out of 
Breath ; you muſt know, Sir—you muſt know — | 

Oli Mir. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? | 

Pet. That I have [ Pants and Blows ] brib'd, Sir, brib'd 
— your Son's ſecretary of State. 

Old Mir. Secretary of State !—who's that, for Hea- 
ven's ſake ? | | 

Pet. His Valet-de-Chambre, Sir? You muſt know, Sir, 
that the intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's Clothes, 
and when he wevt to duſt the Embroider'd Suit, the Se- 
cret flew out of the right Pocket of his Coar, in a whole 
ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, ſhort-footed Odes, and 

-legg'd Pindaricks. | 
d Mir. Impoſſible ! 

Pet. Ah, Sir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Oriana in every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, vir, 
this Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſy, and we thall know 
by the ſtrength of that how to proceed farther. 
Come, Sir, ſets about it with ſpeed. | 


*Tis 
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Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway ; 
For Expedition too the French give way ; 
Swift to attack, or ſwift— to run away. [ Exeunt. 
Eater Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing carele/ly by one another. 
Bif. [Afide.} I wonder what the can ſee in this Fellow 
to like him? 
Mir. [ Aſide.] I wonder what my Friend can ſee in this 
Girl to = her ? 
Bif. { Aſide.] A wild, foppith, extravagant Rake- bell 
Mir. { Afide. ] A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad-Cap. 
Bif. Whom do you mean, Sir? 
Mir Whom do you mean, Madam? 
Bi. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
tor a human Creature, but a prudeat Reſolution to hang 
himſell. 
Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that 
Reſolution. 
Biſ. Vil do't with all my Heart. 
Mir. Then you muſt marry me. | 
Bi. Look e, Sir, don't think your ill n 
ſhall excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend ; nor by fixing 
a Quarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent ; "for Pm 
refolv'd, nay, I come prepar'd to make you a Panegyrick, 
that ſhall mortify your Pride like any modern Dedication. 
Mir And I, Madam, like a true modern Patron, ſhall 
_ give you thanks for your trouble. 
Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little Foundation 
1 ave for your dear Suthciency, Ill take you to — 
Mir. And what Piece will you chuſe? 
Biſ. Your Heart, to be ſure; cauſe I 1 / cat 
ſently rid on't ; your Courage 1wou'd ve to a Hector, 
your Wir to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an At- 
torney, your Body to the 3 Soul to its 
Maſter. 


Mir. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Nightof the Dutcheſs 
of Burgundy ; methoughtthe Furbelowsof her Gown were 
pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou'd not ſee her Head 
for her Tail. 

37% The Creature 1 me! , 
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that your humorous Impertinence can divert me? No, Sir, 
I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, but that of ſee- 
ing you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, my Friend, my in- 
jur'd Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you ſhall be 
a Huſband as much as the Rites of Marriage, and the 
Breach of 'em can make you. 
Here Mir. pulls ont a Virgil, and reads to himſelf 
while ſhe jpeaks.] 
Mir. [Reading.] At Regina dolos, quis fallere poffit a- 
manem © | | 
| Diffemulare etiam ſpersfti, perß.le, tantum [Very true, ] 
 Paſſe nefas. | 
By your Favour, Friend Virgil, was but a raſcally trick 
of your Hero to forſake poor Pug fo inhumanly. 
 Bif. I don't know what to ſay to him. The Devil 
—whar's Virgil to us, Sir? 
Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt apropos in the 
World—for, what ſhou'd I chop upon, but the very 
Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and the for- 
faken Lady are battling it tooth and nail. Come Ma- 
dam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll take an eaſier 
method: I'll be Zneas now, and you ſhall be Dido, and 
we'll tail by Book. Now for you, Madam Dido. 
Nec te noſter amor, nec te duta dextera quordam, 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
Ah poor Dido L [Looking at her. 
Biſ. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience! I could almoſt 
— py even to Manhood, and want but a ö 11 
as his to fight him the ſpot. What thall I ſay 
2 Now he _ 1 5 F 
Au quibus anteferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Juno. 
Biſ. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited away. 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 
Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
human ſhape to palliate growing Miſchief” <\ _ 
[ Beth ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by degrees. 
Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cantibus hoyrens 
Caucaſus, Flyrcunæquę ad morunt Ubera Tigres. 
Biſ. Go. Sir. fly to*your Midnight Revels.— 
Mir. Excellent. ] I equere taliam wentis, pete 


un per 
Spero 


{ 
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dero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Nu mina poſſunt. a 
[Together again. | 


Biſ. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your Make, 
= r Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch of 
irtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he vexes 
me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at him. 
Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libzan ; I'll write 
the Tragedy of Dich, and you ball act the Part: But 
you do nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf into a Pit; 
for here the poor Lady is ſtifled with Vapours, drops 
into the Arme of her Maids; ; and the cruel, barbarous, 
deceitful Wanderer, is in the very next Line call'd Pious 
Zneas.— There's Authority for you. 
Sorry indeed ueas ſtood 
To ſee her ina Pout; 
But Fove himſelf, who ne'er thought good, 
To ftay a ſecond Bout, 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. Kun, aft. 
Bij. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agreea- 
ble Fellow. O'my Conſcience I moſt excuſe Oriana. 
That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarme, 
Whole Slighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms. 
Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks. 
Pet. Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no where to 


de found? 
Enter Mirabel. 
Mir. What's the matter, Petit. 

Pet. moſt critically met. —Ah, Sir, that one who has 
followed the Game fo long, and brought the poor Hare 
juſt under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel Cur chopin, 
and run away with the Puſs. 

Mir. If your Worſhip can yet out of your Allegories, 
be 'd to — me in three Words what you mean. 
et. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is go- 
ing to be marry d. 
Mir. J believe you lye, Sit. | 
Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Going.] Mir. 
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Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd fay you? 

Pet. No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to do you 
a Service, but I ſhall take care how I confer my Favours 
for the future. | 
Mir. Sir, | beg ten thouſand Pardons. [ Boxwing leau. 

Pet. Tis enough, Sir, | come to tell you, Sir that Oriana 
is this Moment to be ſacrific d; marry'd paſt Redemption. 
Mir. | underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Huſband out of 

ſpight to me, and then out of love to-me ſhe will make 
him a Cuckold; tis ordinary with Women to marry one 
Perſon for the ſake of another, and to throw themſelves 
into the Arms of one they hate, to ſecure their Pleaſure 
with the Man they love. But who is the happy Man-? 

Pet. A Lord, Sir. 0 3 

Mir. I'm bes T. adyſhip's moſt humble Servant; a Train 
and a Title, hey! room for my Lady's Coach, a front 
Row in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, Lights for 
her Honour. Now muſt J be a conftant Attender at 
my Lord's Levee, to work my way to my Lady's Cou- 
chee—a Counteſs, I preſume, Sir. — | 
Pet. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew a> 
broad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs yeſterday, 
marries her to day, and whipa her into Shai to-morrow. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt I follow my Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees ? had ſhe marry'd within the Precincts 
of a Billet-doux, | wou'd be the Man to lead her ta 
Church; but as it happens, I Il forbid the Banes. Where 
is this mighty Don? 

Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough croſs grain'd Piece, 
and there's no tampering wich him; wou'd you apply to 
| Mr. Dugard, or the Lady herſelf, ſomething might be 

done, for it is in deſpight to you, that the Buſineſs is car- 
ry d fo haſtily. Odſo, Sir, here he comes. I muſt be gone. 


Exit. 
Enter Ola Mir. areſi d in a Spaniſh Habit i 
Ori 


riana. 
Ori. Good wy Lord, a nobler Choice had better ſuited 
| | your 
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your — Merit. My Perſon, Rank, and Circum- 
ſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme of Raillery, and 
fabje& me to ſo injurious Uſage, my Lord, that I can lay 
no Claim to any Part of your Regard, except your Pity. 

Old Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With ruce Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence 
Shew me the Man — 

And you ſhall fee how my ſudden Revenge 
Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 
Is this thing one ? [Serutting up to Mirabel. 

Mir. Sir ! 

Ori. Good my Lord. | 

Old Mir. If he, or any he 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. 

Old Mir. O your Pardon, Sir — but if you 3 
member, Sir — the Lady now is mine, her Injuries are 
mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me. Come, Madam. 

[Leads Oriana to the* Door, ſhe gue, off, Mir. runs 
to his Father, and pulls him > the Sleeve. 

Mir. E coute, Momſi eur le Count. | 

Old Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sit-? 

Mir. Boh! | i 

Old Mir. Boh! What Language is that, Sir ? 

Mir. Spanijh, my Lord. 

Ou Mir. What d'ye mean? 

Mir. This, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 

Od Mir. Avery conciſe Quarrel, truly—['ll bully him. 
— Trinidado. Seigneur. give me fair play. (Offering to riſe. 

Mir. By all means, Sir, [ Tales away bis Sued Now, 
Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and ſuſtian Face 
your Countſhip wore juſt now? | Strikes him. 
Old Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right !—But hold, Sirrah, no more jeſting ; 
I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. 

Mir. My Father! then by this Light I cou'd find in 
my heart to pay thee. [Afde.] Is the Fellow mad ? Why 
ſure, Sir, I ha'n't frighten d you out of your Senſes ? 

| O's 
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Ola .. you have, Sir. 
Mir. n I'll beat them into n. 

PY aga s to ſtrike bim. 
Old Mir. Why, Rogue — Bob, dear Bob, don't you know 
me, Child? 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted; 
Thou Miracle of Impudence; wouldſt thou make me be- 
lieve that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father would 
2024 Maſquerading thus ? That a Perſon of threeſcore 
and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat to difgrace 
himſelf and Family? Why, you impudent Villain, do 
you think I will ſuffer ſuch an Affront to paſs upon my 
honour'd Father, my worthy Father, my dear Father? 
'Sdeath ,Sir, mention my Father but once — and III 

ſend your Soul to thy Grandfather this Minute ! 
[ Offering to. Jab him. 
Old Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, bectoring Spa- 
niard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 
| Old Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we have 
all got nothing but Blows fince we began totake their part. 
Euter „Oriana, Maid, Petit Dugard »wns 10 
irabel, the reft to the Old Gentleman. 

Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder „our Father 

Mir. My Father What is the whole Family mad? 
Give me way, Sir, I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray, 


Offer: to go. 

Mir. My Father! WO 

Old Mir. Ay, you Dog's Face! I'm your Father, for 1 
have berne as much for thee, as your Mother ever did. 

Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a Deſign, 
2 Contrivance, a Stratzgem—Oh ! how my Bones ake ! 

Od Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 

Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own Fleſh 
and: Blood all this while? O Madam, [To Oriana.] I 
wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity. Here was 
a Contrivance indeed. 

Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 


impos'd upon us all. _ 


* 
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Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don 

battle for you — ? My Father will anſwer for the 
Force of my Love 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your 


own creating. 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I 
ſtand tamely now. [Comes up between Mirabel and his 
Sifter.] Well, Sir! 

Mir. Well, Sir ! Do you take me for one.of your Te- 
rants, Sir, that you put on your Lmdlord- face at me? 

Dug. On what Preſumprion, Sir, dare. you aſſume thus ? 


[ Draws. 
Mir. What's that to you, Sir. | [ Draws 
Pet. Help, help, the Lady faints. 
[Oriana falls into her Maid's Arms 


Mir. Vapours! Vapours! ſhe'll come to herſelf ; If it 
be an angry Fit, a Dram of A Fatida If Jealouſy, 
Hart's-horn in Water—If the Mother, burnt Feathers . 
If Grief, Retifia If it be ſtrait Stays, or Corns there's 
_—y like a Dram of plain Brandy. Exit. 

. Hold off, give me Air—O my Brother, wou'd 
you ——_ my Life, endanger not your own; would you 
defend my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; tis a dear Vin- 
dication that's purchas'd by the ſword ; for tho' our 
Champion prove Vidtarious, yet our Honour is woun- 
ded. 

Old Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, that's 
another thing. But I think you are pretty briſk again, my. 
Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence 
to divert the Quarrel ; the capricious Taſte of your Sex, 
excuſes this artifice in ours. 

For often, when our chief I erſect ions fail, _ 

Our chief Defects with fooliſh Men prevail. [Frit. 

Per. Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there is a way 
ſtill left to fetch him again. 

Old Mir. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation 
to Spain. 
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Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever ; my Sword ſhall 
do her Juſtice. 

Pet. Pretty Juſtice, truly! Suppoſe you run him thro? 

Body; you run her thro' the Heart at the ſame time. 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Head—rot your Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots; come, Pet u, let's hear. 

Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, and 
ſo bring him about to declare himſelf? 

Dug. T hat 1 muſt confeſs, has a Face. | 

Old Mir. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's my 
Life, Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chriſtendbm. 


We'll about it immediately. [ Exeunt, 
7 SCE N E, the Street. CC) 
Dur. [In a .] And tho' 1 can't dance, nor ſing, 
not talk like you, yet I can fight, you know I can, Sir. 
Air. I know thou can'ſt, Man. | 
Dar. Sdeath, Sir and I will: Let me ſee the proudeſt 
Man alive make a Jeſt of me! 


Mir. But ll engage to make you amends. 
Dur. Danc'd to Death! baited like a Bear! Ridicul'd ! 
' threaten'd to be kick d! Confuſion ! Sir, you ſet me on 
and I will have Satisfaction; all Mankind will point at me. 

Mir. [ 4fide.) J muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome Paſ- 
ſage, or 'twill break upon my own Head——Look'e, 
Duretete, what do theſe Gentlemen laugh at? 

3 Enter two Gentlemen. | 

_ At meto be ſure—Sir, what made you laugh at 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry we had 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve 
me, | won't be nam'd ;. it ſhan't be mention'd, not even 
— in your Prayers at Church. Sdeath, Sir, d' you 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 
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Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl: in a Barn, or a 
Fryar with his Crown a thaving. 


Mir. [ Aſide to the Gent.] Don't be bully'd out of your 


Humour, Gentlemen; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll Rand by you. 


1 Gent. I-gad and ſo we will.” 
Both. Ha, ha, ha. 


Dur. Very pretty. [Draws ] She threaten'd to kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I'll murder ye. [ Fights. 
| and-beatsthem off, Mir. runs over to his fide. 
Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you had 
him, noble Captain ; hey, they run, they run, Victoria, 
Viaaria--Ha, ha, ha, how happy am I in an excellent 
Friend! Tell me of your Vit tuoſo's and Men of Senſe, 
a parcel of ſour-fac'd ſplenetick Rogues—a man of my 
thin Conſtitution ſhou'd never want a Fool in his Compa- 
ny: I don't affect your fine things that improve the Un- 
derſtanding, but hearty laughing to fatten my Carcaſe: 
And in my Conſcience, a Man ot Senſe is as melancholy 
without a Coxcomb, as a Lion without a Jackall ; he 
huntsfor our Diverſion, ſtarts Game for our — and 
perfectly ſeeds us with Pleaſure. 


1 hate the man ao makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And :nuſt give Reaſons for whate'er he ſays. 
The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is fo full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 
Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the fool as freely as he drinks. 
Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who ftill is merry, but does ne er defi 

And ftill is ridicul'd, but neꝰ er can _ it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt ; 


And his moſt grave Expreſſion is 2 Teſt, Zit 
ACT 


————— 


2 
a ACT IV. SCENE Oli Mirabel H:ufe 
| Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 
Dug. 6 þ HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy to 
the Plot : your Son has been there, but had 
no Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, and 
there my Siſter refus'd to ſee him. He went off more net- 
tled at his Repulſe, than ] thought his Gaiety cou'd admit. 
Old Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant you. 


Enter Duretete. 
Dur. Here, where are ye all? — O! Mr. Mirabel, you 


have done fine things for yaur Poſteriiy— And you, Mr. 


Dugard, may come to anſwer this come to demand 
my Friend at your hands; reſtore him, Sir, or 
[To Old Mir. 


Old Mir. Reftore him ! what d'you think I have him 


in my Trunk, or my Pocket 

Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe on't. 

Old Mir. That may be ; for I was as mad as he when 
I. begot him. 
| Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean? 

Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting up your Si- 
ſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage? Or a 
Decoy- Duck, to draw others into the Snare ? Your Son, 
Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken the 
World; and in three Words, has 

Old Mir. Hang'd hinielf ? 

Dur. The very fame, turn'd Fryar. 

Old Mir. You ive, Sir, 'tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
Fryar ! Why ſhould the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his Throat? 

Dar. If you have any Command, or you any Intereſt 
over him, loſe not a Minute. He has thrown himſelf in- 
to the next Monaltery, and has ordered me to pay off his 
Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. | . 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out; I'll ſacrifice 
the Abbot. if he receives him; Tl try whether theSpiri- 
tual or Natural Father has the moſt right 1 = 
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[ * 
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Child, —But, dear Captain, what has he — with his 
Eftate ? 


Dur. Settled i i upon the Church, Sir. 


Old Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't | 


et him out of their Clutches — Ten thouſand Livres a 
ear upon the Church! "Tis downright Sacrilege —— 
Come, Gentlemen, all hands to work ; for half that Sum 
one of theſe Monatteries ſhall protect you a Traytor from 
the Law, a rebellious Wife from her Huſband, and a 
Diſobedient Son from his own Father, [Exit. 
Dug. But will you perſuade me that he's gone to a 
Monaſtery ? 
Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Filles Repenties ? I tell 
you, Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of repenting — 
Dug. Why ſo, Sir? 
Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor — ; he's too 
old to be a Maid and too young to repen 


Exit; Dug after him. 


"SCENE, we # of a Monaſtery ; Oriana in @ Mv 


. Biſarre. 


Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there i is no harm in jeſting with 
this religious Habit. 


Biſ. Jo me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking it 


ia earneſt: I don't underttand this impritoning People 
with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue 


which comes by conſtraint— Beſides, we may own to 


one another, that we are in the worſt Company when a- 
mong ourſelves ; for our private thoughts run us into 


thoſe Deſires, which our Pride reſiſts trom the Attacks 
of the World ; and, you may remember, the firſt Woman 
met the Devil when ſhe retir'd from her Man. 
Ori. But I'm teconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortification 
of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit becomes me. 
Biſ. A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly that makes a 


Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did before !— 
Ay, my dear, were there any Religion in — | uw 


our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd ;' for our Toylets 


wou'd do the Work of the Altar; we ſhou'd all be Ca- 
noniz'd. . Ori. 


0 
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Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me- 
rit in dedicating 4 beautiful Face and Perſon to the Ser- 
vice of Religion ? | 

Bi, Not half ſo much, as devoting em to a pretty 
Fellow: If our Feminality had no Buſineis in this World, 
why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our beautiful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our handſome 
Perſons, they become a Box at the Play, as well as a 
Pew in the Church. 

Ori. But the Viciſſitude of Fortune, the Inconſtancy 
of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, require 
ſome place of Religion, for a Refuge from their Perlecu- 


tion. 


Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any Devo- 
tion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes it only 
for a Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion conſiſts 
in Charity with all Mankind ; and that you thould never 
think of being Friends with Heaven, till you have quar- | 
rell'd with all the World. Come, come, mind your Bu- 
fineſs, Mirabel loves you, tis now plain, and hold him 
tot; give freſh orders that he ſhan't ſee you: We get 
more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, than by expoſing 
them; a very Maſk, you fee, whets Deſire ; but a pair 
of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate, fire double upon em, 
with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt be gone upon my 
Affaigs, I have brought my Captain about again. 

O#i. But why will you trouble yourſelf with that Cox- 
comb? 

Biſ. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb ; had I not better have 
a Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than a Lo- 
ver like yours, to make a Fool of me. ¶ Knocking below. ] 
A Meſſage from Miratel I'll lay my Lite. [She runs to 
the Deor.] Come hither, run, thou charming Nun, 
come hither. | 

Ori. What's the News ? [Runs to ber. 

Zi. Dont you ſee who's below | 
Ori. | fee no body but a Fryar. 
Bi, Ah! Thou poor blind Cufid O' my Conſcience, 
theſe _ 
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theſe Hearts of ours ſpail our Heads inftanfly ! the Fellows 


no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Fools. A Fryar! don't 
you ſee a villainous genteel Mien under that Cloak of Hy- 
pocriſy, the looſe careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow? 
Ori. As live Mirabel turn d Fryar ! I hope, in Hea- 
ven, he's not in earneſt. 

Bij. In earneſt : Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt? Now's 
your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken for a Paſs- 
port, to get in and try your Reſolutions; ſtick to your Ha- 
bit to be ſure; treat him with Diſdain, rather than Anger; 
for Pride becomes us more than Paſſion: Remember what 
1 fay, if you wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the 
Attack; to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure. 
The cunning Gameſters never gain too faft, | 

But loſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt, Exit. 

Ori. His coming puts me into ſome ambiguity, I don't 
know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt myſelf; 
wou'd he were not come, yet | wou'd not have him 
gone neither ; I'm afraid to talk with him, but I love to 
tee him tho”. 

What a ſtrange Power has this fantaſticl Fire, 

That makes us dread even what we maſt defire ! 

Enter Mirabel in a Fryar's Habit. | 

Mir. Save you, Siſter — Your Brother, young Lady, 
having a regard for your Soul's Health, has ſent me to 
prepare you for that facred Habit by Confeſſion. 

Ori. That's falſe, the cloven foot already. [ 4fide.] My 
Brother's care Ioun; and to you, facred Sir, I confeſs, 
that the great crying Sin which I have long indulg'd and 
now prepare to expiate, was Love. My Morning I houghts 
my Evening Prayers, my daily Mufings, Nightly Cares, 
was Love! My preſent Peace, my future lis, the Joy of 
Earth, and hopes of Heaven ! i all contemn'd for Love! 

Mir. She's downright ftark mad in earneſt ; Death 
and Confuſion I have loſt her! Hide.] You confeſs 
your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that I 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir ; Crimes, like Virtues, are their 
own rewards ; my chief Delight became my only _ 
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he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart ſecure, turn'd 
Robber and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that he kept. 

Mir. Perhaps that Treafure he efteems ſo much, that 
like the Miſer, tho' afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe. 

Ori. No, holy Father; who can be Miſer of another's 
Wealth that's Prodigal of his own? His Heart was open, 
ſhar d to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become 
of mine? But the fame eyes that drew this Paſſion in, 
ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear my Vow.— . 

Mir. / [ Diſcovering himſelf.) No, my fair Angel, but let 
me . here on my Knees behold the Criminal, 
that vows his. Ha ! no concern upon her ! 

Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, that ſuch 
a ſudden change would have ſurpria d me into ſome 
Confuſion. 3 

Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now return'd 
to myſelf, for | want but pardon to deſerve your Favour, 
and here Pl] fix till you relent and give it. 

Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act a 
thing to make you kneel; Monarch in your Pleaſures to 
be Slave to your Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee? Servile 
and Poor ! Pray Heav'n this change be real. [ Aide. 

Mir. I come not here to juſtify my Fault but my Sub- 
miſſion ; for tho there be a meanneſs in this humble Po- 
ſture, tis nobler ſtill to bend when Juſtice calls, than to 
reſiſt Conviction. | 

Ori. Nomore—thy oft repeated violated Words re- 
proach my weak Belief ; tis the ſevereſt Calumny to hear 
thee fpeak ; that humble Poſture which once could raiſe, 
now mortifies my Pride; how can'ft thou hope for Par- 
don from one that you affront by aſking it? 

Mir. {Rijes.] In my own cauſe I'll plead no more, but 
give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard In- 
junction of that Habit, which for my fault you wear. 


Ori. Ax My greateſt Foe pretends 
but I am too warm upon fo cool a 


to give me Coun 
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Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix di but as our Hearts 

were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, fo I ſhall 

ſpare ſome Tears to the Separation. [Weeps.] That's all; 
farewel. 

Mir. And muſt I loſe her? No. [Runs, and catches 

her.] Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler 


Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you re- 
fuſe ; you're mine by Pre- contract: and where's the Vow 
ſo ſacred to diſannul another? Pll urge my Love, your 
Oath, and plead my Cauſe gainſt all Monaſtick Shifts 
upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher ! Wou'd you profane theſe 
holy Walls with Violence ? Revenge for all my paſt diſ- 
grace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, wou'd I 
provoke the Law : Urge me no farther, but be gone. 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. [Keel;. 

| Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old Mir. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun ? 

Ori. Madneſs ! Confuſion ! I'm ruined! 

Mir. What do I hear? [ Puts on his Hood. ] What did 
you ſay, Sir? | 

Old Mir. I ſay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be a- 
not her, for aught I know, Sir; | have loſt my Child by 
_ theſe Tricks, Sir | 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir ? | 

Old Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivanc® 
to bring my Son to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark 
mad; 1 have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

fir. {| Diſcovers bimſelf.] My dear Father, I'm your 
moſt humble Servant. | 

Old Mir. My dear Boy [ Runs and kifſes him.] Welcome 
ex inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, the's no more a 
Nun than I am. 

Mir No! 

O14 Mir. The Devil a bit. | 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the moſt 


happy News. -- And now, moſt venerable holy Siſter. 
Tour 


% 
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| Your Mercy and your Pardon I imolore, ( 
For the Offence of aſring it before. | 
Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, 
be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns 
always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear Fa- 
ther, there is a Meritin your Son's Behaviour that you lit- 
tle think ; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows as I, makes 
more Ladies Religious, than all the Pulpits in France. 
Ori. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd what 
was fo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit that has 
_ deceiv'd you. 
O14 Mir. Ha ! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. | 
Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryar this 
Moment. 5 | 
Ola Mir. Was ever an old Fool fo bantered by a 
Brace o'young ones; hang you both, you're both Coun- 
terfeits, and my Plot's ; + hy that's all. 
Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſap- 
pointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 
Throw: off her habit, Exit. | 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſervd a 
turn for us both, and they ſhall e en go off together. 1 
[Takes off bis Habit. 
Thus the fick Wretch, when tortur'd by bis Pain, 
And finding all Efſays for Life are Vain ; 
_— — can no 1 defign, 
hben calls the other Doctor, the Divine. | 
What Vetus to Heaven, wwou'd Heaven reſtore his- 
_ Health; i 
Vas all to Heaven, bis Thoughts, his Actions, Wealth : | 
But if reftor'd to Vigour as before, | | | 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The Body is no ſooner Rais d and Well, 
But the wweak Saul relapſes into Ill; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
Aud leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 
VE Ee | [Exit, throwing away the Habit. || 
SCENE 
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CENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete with 
| | a Letter. 


Dur. [Read..] 

Y Rudeneſs wwas only a Proof of your Humour, which 
Vi [have found fo agreeable, that I own myſelf peni- 
tent, and willing to make any Reparation upon your firſt Ap- 
pearance 10  BISARRE. 

Mirabel (wears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it: then 
farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge ; 'tis my turn 
now to be upon the Sublime, Il] take her off, I warrant her. 

Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Miſtreſs, do you love me? 

Bi. 1 hope, Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty of 
Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil Do you love 
me, I ſay. | | 

Biſ * j 
Dur. What? 

Biſ. Perhaps I do not. 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again! Death, Woman, I'll 
Biſ Hold, hold, I do, Ido! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand there; 


and ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, and Soul were 


like to fly out at your Eyes Firſt, the direct Surprize 


[She hoks full upon bim] Right; next the Deux yeux par 


oblique. [She gives bim the fide Glance.) Right; now de- 
part, and languiſh. [She Turns from him, and looks over 


ber Shoulder.) Very well; now Sigh. [She Sighs.] Now 


drop your Fan a purpoſe. [She drops her Fan.] Now take 
it up again : Come now, confeſs your Faults, are not you 


|. '- proud, —ſay after me. 


Bi. Proud. 
Dur. Impertinent. 
Bif. Impertinent. 


Dur. Ridiculous. * 


Biſ. Ridiculous. 
Dur. Flurt. 
Bij. Puppy. 


Dur. Zoons ! Woman, _— provoke me, we are —_ 


ET 


* — — 


' 
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and you don't know but the Devil may . me to do | 


you a Miſchief, aſk my Pardon immediately. 
Biſ 1 do, Sir, I only miſtook the word. 
Dur. Cry then; ha'you got e er a Handkerchief ? 
Biſ. Yes, Sir. 
Dur. Cry then, handſomely; cry like a Queen in a Tra- 
gedy. [She pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing, and en- 


ter two Ladies laughing. 
Biſ Ha, ha, ha. WW 


' Ladies Both] Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Hell broke loſe upon me, and all the Furies 
flutter about my Ears! betray'd again! 

Bi. That you are upon m Word, my dear Captain; 
Viy 4 4 * pon my * P , 
Dor. The Lord deliver me. 

I Lag, What! is this the mighty Man with the Bull- 
face that comes to frighten Ladies ? I long to ſee him 
angry : come begin. 
| w_ Ah, Madam, Pm the beſt natur'd Fellow in the 
or 

2 Lach. A Man ! we're miſtaken, a Man has Manners; 
the aukward Creature is ſome Tinker's Trullina Perriwig. 

Bi/. Come, Ladies, lez's examine him. 

[They lay hold on him. 

Dar. Examine ! the Devil you 


will ! 


Biſ. Vil lay my Life, ſome great Dairy-Maid in Man's 


Cloths. 

Dur. They will do it ;—look'e, dear Chriſtian Wo- 
men, pray hear me. 

Bif. M you ever attempt a Lady's Honour again? 


Dur. If you pleaſe to let me get away with my Honour, 


Id do any thing in the World. 
4 Biſ. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry mine? 


Dur. O, yes, to be ſure. 


Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 7 ay 
Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical for our 


Deren, we'll go make an end of our Tea. ¶ Exeunt. 
| Cater 


Fa e 


Biſ And Wil you do the ſame by me ? - 
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Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 

Mir. Your Patience, Sir, I tell you I won't marry ; and 
tho” you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade me, [ 
ſhall never believe their Doctrine againſt their Practice. 

Old Mir. But will you Ciſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Would my Father have his youthful Son lie laz- 
ing here, bound to a Wife, chain'd like a Monkey to 
make ſport to a Woman, ſubje to her Whims, Humours, 
Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have her one day 
pleaſed, to morrow peeviſh, the next day mad, the fourth 
rebellious ; and nothing but this Succeſſion of Imperti- 
nence for Ages together. Be merciful, Sir, to your own 
Fleſh and Blood. - 

Old Mir, But, Sir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not you ? | 

Mir. Then you think, that Marriage, like Treaſon, 
ſhould attaint the whole Body ; pray conſider, Sir, is it 
reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from one 
Story, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the Garret 
Window? You wou'd compel me to that State; which 
I have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my Mother and 
you have battel'd it for a whole Week together. 

Old Mir. Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 

when ſhe lon gd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 

ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expenſive 

Dog I ſhould have of you. | 55 
Enter Petit. 

Well, Petit, how does ſhe now? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pumpos Ay, Mr. Mirabel, you'll 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now when I confeſs that] have 
told you hitherto. nothing but Lyes ; our Jeſting is come 
to ſad earneſt, ſhe's downright diſtracted. | 

"Enter Biſarrè. 

Biſ. Where is this mighty Victor The great Exploit 
is done; Go triumph in the Glory of your — in- 
human, barbarous Man ! O! Sir, [To the old Gentleman. 
your wretched Ward has found a tender Guardian of 


where her young Innocence expected Protection, her 
has ſhe found her Ruin. C 2 Old Mir. 
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Od Mir. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all I can, 
Madam, and now can do no more than run mad for 


Company. | [Cries. 
Enter Dugard with his Sword dra tun. | 
Dug. Away ! Revenge, Revenge ! 
Ola Mir. Patience, Patience, dir. | 
[Od Mirabel holds him. 
Bob, draw. | [Afide. 


Dug. Patience, the Coward's Virtue, and the brave 
Man's Failing, when thus provok'd— Villain! 

Mir. Your Sifter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs ; 
and to ſhow my concern for what ihe ſuffers, I'll bear the 
Villain from her Brother— Put vpyour Anger with your 
Sword; I havh a Heart like yours, that ſwells at an Af- 
front receiv'd, but melts at an Injury giv'n ; and if the 
lovely Oriana's Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, 'twill find 
a part within this Breaft, perhaps as tender as a Brother's. 

\Dug. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief en- 
deavour to remove it — There, there, behold an Object 
that's infective; I cannot view her, but I'm as mad as 
ſhe : [Enter Oriana mad, he.d by two Maids, who put her 
in a Chair.) A Siſter, that my dying Parents left, with 
their laſt Words and Bleſſing to my Care. Siſter, dear- 
eſt Siſter. [ Goes to her. 

Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know me ? 

Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul. Sir ;—Oh ! oh 
my Heart ! were you never in Love, fair Lady ? And do 
you never dream of Flowers and Gardens ? I dream of 
walking Fires, and tall Gigantick Sights Take heed, it 
comes now— What's that? Pray ſtand away: I have 
feen that Face ſure. —How light my Head is! 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, even in Mad- 
neſs! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot thro' 
my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the ſtu- 


dy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence. Come, Madam, try to 


| repoſe a little. | 
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Ori. I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church, and 
I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo fine, 
to meet my Love. Hey ho!—Will not you tell 
where my Heart lies bury'd ? 
Mir. My very Soul is touch'd—Your Hand, my Fair. 
Ori. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. 
Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me 
Ori. You have a flattering Face ; but 'tis a fine one 
——— | warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes -- Ay, to 
be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his Pocket — Will 
you pray for me? I ſhall die to morrow— And will you 
ring my Paſſing Bell ? 
© Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created ! whoſe 
Nature, even diſtracted, has a Cunning : In vain let 
Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's Mad- 
neſs over-rules his Reaſon. Do you know me, injur'd 
Creature? | 
Ori. No, — but you ſhall be my intimate Acquaintance 
—in the Grave. [Weeps. 
Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's a 
kind of Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I, obdurate as I 
am, do feel my Soul fo tols'd with Storms of Paſſion, that 


I could cry foryelp as well as ſhe. — [Wipes his Eyes. 
Ori. What have you loſt your Lover? No, you mock 
me; Tl go home and pray. 


Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own my 
Love ſo loud, that I may call your Senſes io their Place, 
reſtore em to their charming happy Functions, and rein- 
ſtate my ſelf into your Favour. | 

Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trembles, 
hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; don't 
trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

Old Mir. Not know him ! what then? ſhe loves to fee 
him for all that. | 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur. Where are you all? What the Devil! melancholy, 
and I here ! Are ye fad and ſuch a ridiculous Subject, ſuch 
a very good Teft among you as Iam? C3 Mir. 
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Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place 
for Bagatelle: I have m urder'd my Honour, deſlroy'd a 
Lady, and my deſire of Reparation is come at length too 
late: See there. | 

Dur. What ails her ? 

Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. 8 5 

Dur. Mad ! coſt wonder at that? By this Light, they're 
ali ſo; they're cozening mad; they're brawling mad; 
they're proud mad. I juſt now came irom a whole World 
of mad Women, that had almott— What, is ſhe dead? 

Mir. Dead ! Heav'ns forbid. 

Dur. Heav'ns further it; for till they be cold as a Key, 
there's no truſting them; you're never ſure that a Wo- 
man's in earneſt, till ſhe is nail'd in her Coffin. Shall I. 
talk to her? Are you mad, Midreſs? 

Bif. What's that to you, Sir. 

Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? [ Runs off. 


Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon ; how poor and mean 


this Humour now appears! His Follies and my own [ 
here diiclaim. This Lady's Frenzy has reſtored my Senſes, 
and was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (before you all 
I ſpeak it) the ſhou'd be mine, and as ſhe is, my Tears 


and Prayers ſhall wed her. 


Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome 


Hours ago ? 


Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you and waves us to go off; 


come, come let's leave em. [Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 


Ori. Oh, Sir. | | 

Mir. Speak, my charming Angel, if your dear Senſes 
have regain'd their Order; ip eak, Fair, and bleſs me with 
the News. | | 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my poor 


labouring Breaſt, the deareſt, beſt belov'd of Men. 


Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry round your Spacious Orbs, the happy Sound 
of Oriana's Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next 
to yours, is now in Tune again; the counterfeiting Fair 


| has play'd the Fool. She 
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She wwas ſo mad to counterfeit for me; | 

I was ſe mad to pawn my Liberty 

But nw we both are well, and both are free ! 

Ori. How, Sir, Free! | 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a Lu- 
natick! Look you, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneſs ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play 
the Fool all your Life long—Here, Gentlemen. 

Ori. Monſter ! you won't diſgrace me. 

Mir. O' my Faith, but I will; here, come in, Gentle- 
men—A Miracle! A Miracle! the Woman's diſpoſſeſs d 
the Devil's vaniſh'd. 
| Enter Old Mirabel, and Dugard. 

Old Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs'd ? 

Mir. With the worſt of Dæmons, Sir, a Marriage- 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be (urpriz'd, I 
promis'd my Endeavours to cure your Siſter ; no mad 
Doctor in Chriſtendom could have done it more effectu- 
ally. Take her into your charge; and have a care ſhe don't 
relapſe ; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for I am no 
more infallible than others of the Faculty ; I do cure 
ſometimes. 

Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greateſt Poiſon to my Health; ſor tho' my former 
Frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real 


Madneſs. [Exit. Old Mir. after. 


Dug. This was a turn beyond my knowledge; I'm fo 
confus'd, I know not how to reſent it. [Exit. 
Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I'ſcap'd ? Was 


not I juſt now upon the brink of DeſtcuQion ? 


| | Enter Duretete. 

O my Friend let me run into thy Boſom ; no Lark, 
eſcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes 
with more diſmal Apprehenſion. 

Dur. The matter, Man ! | | 
Mir. Marriage, Hanging, I was juſt at the Gallows- 
foot; therunning Nooſeabout my Neck, and the Car wheel- 


ing from me, —Oh—1 ſhan't be myſelf this month again. 


Dur. Did not I tell you fo ? They are all alike, Saints 
8 


4 or 


| 
| 


* 


» 
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or Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed a Deceit; 
for 'tis the nature of the Sex, not their Contrivance. 
Mir Ay, ay: There's no living here with Security; 
this Houſe is fo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I muſt 
abroad again. 
Dur. With all my Heart, I'll bear thee Company, my 
Lad; I'll meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out for 


- ttaly to-morrow morning. 


Mir. A Match: l'li go pay my Compliment of leave 


to my Father preſently. 


Dur. I'm afraid he'il ftop you. 
Mir. What ! pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thouſand Pound a Yezr upon me! No, 


no, ke has paſs'd away his Authority with the Convey- 


ance ; the Will of a liviag Father is chiefly obey'd for 
the fake of the dying one. 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great ? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependance. make their State: 

Behold the Anti-chamber fill'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Couitly Crows. 

Tho? grumbling Subjects make the Crown their ſport, 

Hopes ot a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 

Dependance, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho' the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


T v. SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſd( ) 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Pay. 
Dur. Y J} OW d'ye like this Play? 

Mir. I lik'd the Company; the Lady, the 
rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention: 1 heſe 


 Impudent Poets bring the Ladies together, to ſupport 


them, and to kill every bogy elle. 


For Death's upon the Stage the Ladies cry 

But ne er mind us that in he Audience die 

The Poet's Hero ſtould not move their Pain, 

But they ſhow'd weep for thoſe their Eyes bade flain. 
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Dur Hoity, toity ; did Phillis inſpire you with all this? 

Mir. Ten times more; the Play-houſe is the Element 
of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the Ladies, me- 
thinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant Air in the 
Boxes than any where elſe, they fit commanding on their 
Thrones with all their Subject ſlaves about them: Their 
beſt Cloths, beſt Looks, ſhining Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, 
the Treafure of the World in a Ring. Then there's ſuch 
a hurry of Pleaſure to tranſport us ; the Buſtle, Noife, 
Gallantry, Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, 
Smiles, Ogles, Love, Muſick, and Applauſe: I cou'd wiſh 
that my whole Life long were the firſt Night of a new 
Play. 

Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey ; have 
you beſpoke Poſt-Horles ? | 

Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one to 
diſcover the Lady, one to unfold my ſelf, and one to. 

make me happy; and. then I'm. yours to the World's end. 
Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf a. 
Lady of her Figure and Quality in fo ſhort a time ? 
Mir. Les, Sir—lT have a confident Addreſs, no diſa- 
Teeable Perſon, and five hundred Lewis d'Ors in my 
ocket. | 

Dur. Five hundred Lewis d'Ors! You a'n't mad? 

Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of her 
black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as her 
Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, and the 
living Jewels out-ſparkle the dead ones by a Mil lion. 

Dur. But you have ond to me, that abating Oriana 8 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her paſſionately; then 
how can you wander at this rate? 

Mir. I long d for a Partridge t'other day off the King's 
Plate, but d' ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have it, I muſt 
eat nothing. 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remember 
what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
Strangers; you forget your Leap out of the Courteſan's 
Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring there. 

Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſſeſs 

1 comparable 
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to what we defire—be ſhy of a Lady bare- 
fac'd in the Front-box with a — Pound in jewels 
about her Neck ! For ſhame, no more. 
Enter Oriana in Boy's Cloths with a Letter. 
Ori. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sit? 
Mir. Yes, Sir. 
Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picardy. 


| [Gives ths Lone, 
; Mir. [Reads.] 


"HE Bearer is the Son of a Proteſtant Gentleman, who 
frying . for bis Religion, left me the Charge of this 


ik >—— Towb. Te paptry Boy:] He's fond of ſome handſome Service 


that may afford him Opportunity of — 3 your Care 
bim will oblige Yours. 
ast a mind to travel, Child? 
Ori. Tis my Defire, Sir ; I ſhould be pleas'd to ſerve 
a Traveller in any Capacity. . 
Mir. A hopeful Inclination; you ſhall along with me 
into Naly, as my Page. | 
Dur. I don't think it ſafe ; the Rogue' $ [Noiſe without] 
too handſome — | he play s done, and ſome of the La- 
dies come this way. 
Enter Lamorce, with her * up by a Page. 
Mir. Duretete, the very dear, identical She. | 
Dur. And what then ? 
Mir. Why tis ſhe. 
Dur. And what then, Sir? 
Mir. Then! Why, —Look'e, Sirrah. the firſt piece of 
Service | put upon you, is to follow that Lady's Coach, 


and bring me word where ſhe lives. [To Oriana. 
Ori. | don't know the Town, Sir, and am afraid of 
_ bofing myſelf. 


. be f all my People? 

what's become of all my 

— Moim: 2 
Ladyſhip's Coach. 

Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and fall n 
di unk ſomewhere ; none of the Footmen there ? | 
Page. Not one, Madam. Lam. 


— — 
* 2 * 


The Way to maid. 


63 
your Service with all my Heart and Soul Tompion 31 


Hang you. [Alide. 
1 Bra. But, Sir, above all things, I admire the Faſhion 
and Make of your Sword-hilt. 


Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

1 Bra. Will you part with it, Sir. 

Mir. Sir, I won't fell it. 

1 Bra. Not fell it, Sir! 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, —but I'll beſtow it with all my 
Heart. | [Offering it. 

1 Bra. O Sir, we ſhall rob you. 

Mir. That you do I'll be ſworn. [ fade ] [ have ano- 
ther at home, pray, Sir,—Gentlemen you're@o modeſt, 
have I any thin bp that you fancy ?—Sir, will you do 

mea Favour ? [To the 1 Bravo.] I am extremely in love 
with that Wig which you wear, will you do me the 7. 
vour to change with me? | 

1 Bra. Look e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and I wou'd. 
not part with it, but if you like it | 

Mir. Sir, you moſt humble — 
| [They change Wi 

1 Braw. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. W 
| [Goes up foppiſhly to the Lady, ſalutes her. 

1 2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder 
im. 

1 Bra. What l let him *ſcape to hang us all! And I to 
loſe my Wig; ; no, no, I want but a handſo Pretence 
to quarrel with him, for you know we muſt act like Gen- 
tlemen. Here, ſome Wine — [Wine bere.] Sir, your 
good Health. [Pulls Mirabel by the Noſe. 

Mir. Oh ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant 
Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health, and pull him 
by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt pretty humour'd 
A 

Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs [ Mir. drinks. 

1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? 


Mir. Very © the kind, Sir; but Pl tell ye what; 
I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and l'gad, or 
my own part, 2 mo a to be? merry 


les 
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let's make 2 Night on't, ha! — This Wine is pretty; but 


I have ſuch Burgundy at home, —Look'e, Gentlemen, 


let me ſend for a dozen Flaſks of my Burgundy, | defie 
France to match it—"1'will make us all Lite, all Air, 

ay, Gentlemen. 

2 Bra. Eh ! Shall us have his Burgundy ? 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; here, call up 
the Gentleman's Servant - What think you, Lamorce ? 

Lam. Yes, yes, —your Servant is a fooliſh Country Boy, 
Sir, he underſtands nothing but Innocence. 

Mir. Ay, ay, Madam, — Here, Page, [Enter Oriana.] 


take this Key, and go to my Butler, order him to fend 


half a Dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, mark'd a thou- 


_ ſand, and be ſure you make hafte, I long to entertain my 


Friends here, my very good Friends. 

Omnes. Ah, dear Sir! . 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wine — Your 
Maſter and I have chang d Wigs, Honey, in a Frolick. 
— Where had you this pretty Boy, boneſt Mu/lapha ? 

Ori. Muftapha ! | | 

Mir. Out of Picardy—this is the firſt Errand be has 
made for me, and i 

Ori. The red Burgundy, Sir. | 

Mir. The red, mark'd a thouſand, and be ſure you 


make haſte. 


Ori I ſhall, Sir. 
1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my Wig, have 


you any Fancy for my Coat ? — Lock e, Sir, it has ſerv'd | 


a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faithfully. | 
Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a ſcur- 
vy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſlity 
The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. 
[ Afide. 


Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. 


Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſheu'd have no 
Servant here but this little Boy—he'll make ſome con- 
founded Blunder, Fll lay my Lite on't, | wou'd not be 
diſappointed of my Wine for the Univerſe. 

Lam. He'll. do well enough, Sir ;. but Supper's 2 

— "1 


A 


= 
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vill you pleaſe to eat a Bit, Sir ? 


Mir. O Madam, I never had a better Stomach in my 

1 Come then,—we have nothing but a Plate of 
Soop. 

Mir. Ah! the Marriage-Soop I cou'd diſpenſe with 


now. [Afide.] Exit, handing the Lady. 


2 Bra. That Wig wo'n't fall to your Share. 

1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſeitle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him ? | 

3 Bra. To be ſure, I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales, I wonder at 


the Impudence of the Engliſh Rogues, that will hazard 


the meeting a Man at the Bar that they have encounter'd 
upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look a Man 
in the Face after having done him an Injury, therefore 
we'll murder him. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, changes t Old Mirabel's Houſe. 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd 
my Miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my Hands, and my 
Money burns in my Pocket—But now I think on't, my 
Myrmidons are upon Duty to Night; I'Il fairly ſtrole 
down to the Guard, and nod away che Night with my 
honeſt Lieutenant over a Flaſk of Wine, a Rakehelly 
— and a Pipe of Tobacco. [Going off, Bi. meets bim. 

_ Bif. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd Dragoon. 

 Biſ. Look e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again. 
—T deſign to wait on you as far as J. 

Dur. Then l'Il travel into Wales. 

Biſ. Wales! What Country's that? 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're + 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 
High-Road. 

57% Rather always i in a High-road, cauſe you travel 


all upon Hills; — but be't as it will, FIl jog along with you. 


Dur. But we intend to fail to the Eaſt Indies. Bi 
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Bi, Eaft or Weſt, 'tis all one to me; I'm tight and 
ght, and the fitter for failing, 
Dur. But ſuppoſe we take thro' Germany, and drink hard. 
Biſ. Suppole I take thro' Germany, and drink harder 
than you. | 
Dur. Suppoſe I go to a Bawdy-houſe. 
Biſ Suppole | ſhew you the way. 
Dur. Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard with 
me, and Smoak a Pipe ? 
Biſ. Allons, Done 8 
Dur. The Devil's in the Woman —ſuppoſe I hang 
my ſel. | | 
Biſ. There Til leave ycu. 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is welcome. 
Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, [Catches him by the Arm going. ] 
one word before we part, 
Dur. Let me go, Madam,—or I ſhall think that you're 
a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 
Biſ. Stir if you dare; I have till Spirits to attend me; 

and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh you 
to death Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle me; 
— upon her.] Nowa languiſhing Sigh! [ He groans. ] 
Now run and take my Fan, - faſter. [He runs and takes 
it up.] Now play with it handſomely. 
Dur. Ay, ay. [He tares it all in pieces. 
Biſ. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Captain, 
ſpare my Fan, and I'll—Why, you rude, inhuman, 
Monfter, don't you expect to pay for this? 
Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence; for that is 
the price on't. | 
Bi. Sir, it coſt a Guinea. 
Dur. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 
b [ [hr o2vs them to her, and Exit. 
Bi. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous, below my Concern. 
muſt follow him however, to know if he can give me a- 
ny News of Oriana. Exit. 


SCENE 


way, 


The i ay tc win lim. = 
SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodeings, 
Enter Mirabel olus. 


Mir. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over-heard you ; — Was 
not I two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoycing -Mirabel ? 
How did I plume my Hopes in a fair coming proſpe of 
a long Scene of Years? Life courted me with all the 
Charms of Vigour, Youth, and Fortune; and to be torn 
away from all my promited Joys, is more than Deaih, 
the manner too, by Villains -O my Oriana, this very 
moment might have bleſs'd me in thy Arms !—and my 
poor Boy, the innocent Boy'— Confuſion. — But huſh, 
they come; I muſt diſſemble ſtill - No News of my 
Wine, Gentlemen ? 
| Enter the four Bravoes. 

1 Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country-Booby has 
loſt himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't—true, Sir, 
you're a pleaſant Gentleman, but J ſuppoſe you under- 
ſand our Buſineſs  — Rs | 

Mir. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your Employ- 
ments; you, Sir, are a Lawyer, Ipreſume, you a Phyſici- 
an, youa Scrivener, you aStock-jobber — All cut-throats, 
Gad. LAdqde. 

4 Bra. Sir, I am a Broken- Officer; I was caſhier d at 
the Head of the Army for a Coward: So l took up the 

Trade of Murderer to retrieve Reputation of my 
Courage. | 

3 Bra. I am a Soldier too, and wou'd ſerve my King, 
but I don't like the Quarrel, and | have more honour 
than to fight in a bad Cauſe. 

2 Bra. | was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eſtate, 
but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro' the Pre- 

judice of Education. 

1 Bra. | am a Rufhan too; by the Prejudice of Edu- 
cation, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, it your Wine 
had come, we might have trifled a little longer. — Come, 
Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, Sir? 


0 
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2 Bra. Or mine? Wy draus. 
3 Bra. Or Mine ? (draws. 


4 Bra. Or Mine ? [ draws, 


* 


68 Tue Incinftomt: Or 


( Mir. I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd 
! O! there's the Wine : this moment for [knocking.] 
my Life or Death. | 
. | Enter Oriana. 
Loft, for ever loſt ! — Where's the Wine, Child ? [faintly. 
Ori. Coming up, Sir, Stamps.) 
Enter Duretete with his ſword drawn, and fix F4 the 
grand Muſqueteers with their Pieces prejented, the 
Ruffians drop their Swords. Oriana goes off. 
Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine, Youth, Plea- 
ſure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my own . 
-—Ah, my dear Friends, did not I tell you this Wine 
wou'd make me merry ?—Dear Captain, theſe Gentle- 
men are the beſt natur'd, facetious, witty Creatures, 
that ever you knew. | 
| Enter Lamorce. 


Lam. Is the Wine come, Sir? | 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come — ſee there 
22 io the Soldiers] Your Ladyſhip has got a very 
fine Ring upon your Finger. 

| Lam. Sir, tis at your Service. OE L 

Mir O ho ! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound, 

thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart — Ad's 
my Life, Madam, you have got the fineſt built Watch 
there ! Tampion 3, | preſume. N 

Lan. Sir, you may wear it. . 

Mir. O Madam, by no means, 'tis too much--Rob you 
of all - {Taking it from ber.] Good dear Time, thou'rt a 
precious thing, I'm glad I have retriev'd thee. [ Pulting it 
wp.] What my Friends neglected all this while, Gentle- 
men, you'll pardon my Complaitance to the Lady.— 
How now — is it civil to be ſo out of humour at my En- 
tertainment, and [ ſopleaſed with yours ? Captain, you're 
ſurpriz'd at all this! but we're in our Frolicks, you m 
know— Some Wine here. 

Enter Servant with Wine. | 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Healih. 
[Tweaks the firft Bravo by the Neje, he _ 

u 


a Coach, I'll treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. 
Equipage, three or four thouſand Footmen at your 
at leaſt - | 
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But now, where, - where's my d ear Deliverer, my Boy, 
my charming Boy ? 


t Bra. | hope ſome of our Crew below-ſtairs have 


giſparch'd him. 


Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? difpatch'd ! Tl have 
ye all tortur'd, rack'd, torn to pieces alive, if you have 
touch'd my Boy.—tlere Page! Page ! Page! [Runs out. 

Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure theſe Fellows. 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will be 
very civil to us. | | 

Dur. Now for you, Madam ;— He, he, he.—T'm fo 
pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one Woman 
before | die—Well, Miſtreſs Sap dragon, which of theſe 


| honourable Gentlemen is fo happy as to call you Wife? 


1 Bra. Sir, the ſhou'd have been mine to Night, ' cauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true to us 
all tour. 

Dur. Take em to Juſtice. [The Guards carry off the Bra- 
voes. ] Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. 

Old Mir. Robin, Rabin, where's Bob ? where's my Boy? 
What, is this the Lady, a pretty Whore, faith !--Heark'e, 
Child, becauſe my Son was ſo civil as to oblige you with 


Dur. Ay, Madam.—and you ſhall have a * 


Dur. No leſs becomes her Quality. 

Bif. Faugh ! the Monſter ! 

Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let me 
tell you. 

| Enter Mirabel. f 

Old Mir. Ah, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, Man? 
. Mir. No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the ſaver of my Life is 

ſt. 

Old Mir. No, no, he came and brought us the News. 

Mir. But where is he? Enter Oriana.] Ha! [Runs 
and embraces her.] My dear Preſerver, what ſhall I do to 
recompenſe your ttuſt.— Father, Friends, Gentlemen, 


Contract to Oriana. 8 


broke thro” all Contrivance. Caugh 
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behold the Youth that has reliev'd me from the moſt 
ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poniards of theſe 
bloody Ruffians, where to have fall'n, wou'd have de- 
fam'd my Memory with vile Reproach—My Life, Eſtate 
my all, is due to ſuch a Favour. Command me, Child, 
before you all, before my late, fo kind indulgent Stars, [I 
ſwear to grant whate'er you aſk. | 

Ori. To the fame Stars indulgent now to me, I will 
appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim, I ſhall demand but 
what was mine before—the juſt Performance of your 


| Dede l 
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Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you abroad, 
counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; 
and fo, by this ſtrange turn of Fate, I became the Inſtru- 
ment of your Preſervation ; few common Servants wou'd 
have had ſuch cunning: My Loye inſpir'd me with the 
meaning of your Meſſage, *cauſe my Concern for your 
Safety made me ſuſpe& your Company. 

Dur. Mirabel, you're caught. 8 | 
Mir. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of Impoſition, the 
Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have defpis'd, and 
t! No, 'tis my volun- 
tary Act; this was no human Stratagem, but by my pro- 
vidential Stars, deſign'd to ſhew the Dangers wandering 
Youth incurs by the purſuit of an unlawful Love, to plunge 
me headlong in the Snares of Vice, and then to free me by 
the Hands of Virtue ; here on my Knees, I humbly beg 
my fair Preſerver's Pardon; my Thanks are needleſs, for 
myſelf I owe. And now or ever do proteſt me yours. 

Old M. Tall, all di dall.f [Sings.] Kiſs me. Daughter— 
no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt ; [To Lamorce] For you're the 
cauſe on't. Well, Biſarre, what ſay you to the Captain? 
but I don't underſtand 


I like the beaſt — 
| . ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange Road. 


Old Mir. But Marriage is fo beaten a path that rou 
can't go wrong. 5 
% Ay, dis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. Dur. 


